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RETURN OF THE SPIDER 


16 NOTE FROM UNDERGROUND 6 


The original shock rocker is back with a concept album 
based around an arachnid-obsessed serial killer. Join us in 
Alice Cooper s web as he spins his latest venomous tale of 
insanity, mutilation and murder. 

Plus: Multiple Maniacs, a ginde to the most deranged 
personalities of Alice Cooper. 
by Aaron Von Lupton 

PRIME-TIME TERRORS 24 

Five new genre television releases on DVD are bringing 
monsters, murder and mayhem to the masses. 

^ Plus: Spotlights on Canada s Durham County, as well as 
■ ■ Six Films to Keep You Awake, Spain 's answer to 
Masters of Horror. 

by John W. Bowen, Monica S. Kuebler, 

Jovanka Vuckovlc, Dave Alexander and Sean Plummer 

THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE 30 

■ ^ Painter Vincent Castiglia captures the beauty of decay using 
a vety unusual medium... his own blood. 

by Jovanka Vuckovic 
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Weird stats and morbid facts. 
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Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 
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Spotlight: River s Edge. 

BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 58 

The horror comic book gospel. 

THE NINTH CIRCLE 61 
Spotlight: Zombie CSU. 
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34 


The mummies of Ireland. 


/ Selected reviews from this year 's programme of dark cinema. 

by Dave Alexander, Stuart F. Andrews, 

Mario DeGiglio-Bellemare, Kier-La Janisse 
I and Jovanka Vuckovic 
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(^ S Screamin' Jay I lawkins' to Slayer to King Diamond to Nckromanlix and most of the terror tunes 
(^ / Tomb Dragomir spins on Rue Morgue Radio, “horror music" is a sonic extension of all the black. 

terrible things we know and love. It’s that goddamn rot 'n' roll that puts a spring in the step of the 
horror fan. There’s just something so./»u about singing along to a song about Reiurn oflhe Fly. Jean Rollin's 
Living Dead Girl, zombies, witches, voodoo, psycho killers, necrophiles and other staples of the genre that 
makes us want to cheerlead right along, fists pumping. 

By far the most well-known practitioner of horror music. Alice Cooper has made a legendary career out of 
his own theatrical brand of grungy, Detroit garage/glam rock. As far back as 1 can remember. Alice the sleazy, 
makeup-smeared, androgynous witch has had a place in my nightmares. 

His career spans across five deeades and includes all manner of controversy - including an incident in 
which he sent a chicken to its death in ‘69 (in my hometown. Toronto!). Most significantly, he singlehand- 
edly turned the rock concert into Grand Gtiignol theatre. By the early ’70s. he was well known for traipsing 
around on stage dressed like a drowncd-in-Jack Daniels tranny with a boa constrictor for a scarf, an axe for 
chopping up babies and a freaking guillotine for taking heads (obviously). I Ic was everything Marilyn Man- 
son is only decades earlier. In fact, without Alice, there may have been no .lohnny Rotten, no Rob Zombie, 
maybe even no KISS. 

What made Alice (himself a creation of Vincent Fumier) really stand out in the music business was that he 
often played characters (see p.20 for a breakdown). Alice’s nutjob love of horror movies shined through in 
those personalities as much as it did in his live carnival of lllth and horror, where he’d often "hang” himself 
from gallows. 

Let's face it. the guy had a knack for making people love crazies. Dwight Fry. Steven. Former Lee Wanner. 
Maurice Escargot and The Showman are all amongst his cast of weirdos and lunatics. Steven, the tortured 
main character on the genius homor concept album Uelcoine to My Nighimare (1975, featuring nairation by 
legendary film god Vincent Price), became so popular he reappeared on.Alice Cooper Goes to Hell (1976). 
fley Stoupid ( 1991), The Last Teniptcition (1994) and now he returns again on Alice’s newest hoiror concept 
record. Along Cnnie a Spider. 

Seems Alice is up to his old tricks again. The nc«' album plays out like a soundtrack to an unmade horror 
film. It features Alice as a serial killer named Spider whose calling card includes cutting a leg olTof each of 
his victims and wrapping them in silk. The shock rocker welcomes us to a new aural nightmare with a tradi- 
tional horror story at its core, one that's dressed with evil and contains elements of serial killer films such as 
Silence oflhe Lambs and Sweeney Todd, as Alice acts out the diary of a deranged murderer who thinks he’s 
a spider. 

It’s a classic tale of good versus evil as the Spider stalks, traps, kills and dismembers his victims. ("You 
look like you'd (1i in the trunk of my car '... "1 got a bed in my basement lit for two/I got some chlorofonn 
and handcuffs just for you.") Of course. Alice injects his sadistic sense of humour into the macabre affair by 
making it all a love story. Evil loses when Spider falls in love with one of his intended victims in "The One 
That Got Away” and "Killed By Love.” a traditional rock ballad every bit as good as “Only Women Bleed.” 

Musically, it’s a killer record. From the angry rock anthem "Vengeance Is Mine” (which features a metal 
solo by guitar hero Slash) to the garage sound of "I Am The Spider.” ^/ong Came a Spider (Alice's ISth solo 
album) is a cleverly executed work of horror rock. It takes a few listens to unravel its namative details, but 
lurking inside is a lightly woven web of mystery, madness and murder with a truly surprising bA'ist ending 
worthy of The Twilight Zone. 

Perhaps most importantly. Along Come a Spider revives the long lost tradition of concept albums, which 
used to dominate the ’70s and ’80s (The Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Bund. Bowie’s The Rise 
and Fall qfZiggi' Slardasf and the Spiders from Mars, The Wlio’s Tommy. Pink Floyd's Dark Side of the 
Moon and The Wall. Jethro Tull's Thick as a Brick. Johnny Cash’s Ride This Train. W.A.S.P.’s The Crim.\<m 
Idol). Tliose albums could be pretentious but they always gave you the impression that the artist meant to say 
something, that they look their art seriously and did not look at their cnift as ti series of attempts at radio play. 
Within this context, Alice Cooper’s new record is really a return to fonn. and an attempt to tackle horror rock 
music in a more penetrating way. Welcome back, Alice. 
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WHEN I WAS rwclve-ycars-old, my sister 
and I went and stayed at our friend’s house 
overnight (my sis was ten). We sat around the 
living room watching MTV. The screen faded 
to black and these words filled the space: “Due 
to my strong personal convictions. 1 wish to 
stress that this film in no way endorses a belief 
in the occult.” The red writing flashed up next: 
“Michael Jackson’s Thriller.” Fourteen minutes 
later. I felt smnned and scared, and to be honest 
1 really didn't want to watch the video nght 
away again. But I also knew that I had wit- 
nessed a work of art. That, my friends, is the 
greatest music video ever made. John Landis 
masterfully directed it. and the result is excit- 
ing, fun, full of gothic imagery, and absolutely 
still holds up twenty-plus years later. To be hon- 
est. that video is better than many mainstream 
horror films made today. 

Paul Counelis - Flint, Michigan 

1 WAS BLOWN AWAY to see Arkluim Asy- 
lum featured in RMUHO. It reminded me of a 
day in the mid-198()s when my older brother 
handed me a copy of Frank Miller's The Dark 
Knight Returns. 1 initially scoffed, as my only 
reference to Batman was the camp 1960s TV 
series with Adam West and Burt Ward. And like 
so many others. The Dark Knight Returns 
changed my view of how dark and disturbed 
yet still heroic this character could be. Not to 
mention the brilliant psychotic portrayal of The 
Joker (cotton candy anyone)? Soon after 
TDKR, we were gifted with The Killing Joke 
compliments of Alan Moore (and I believe it 
was the one story handed to Heath Ledger in 
preparation for The Dark Knight f\\m). and then 
Arkham Asylum. What beautiful and disturbing 
artwork. Thanks Rue Mo>gue for being such a 
great escape from the eveiyday mundane, and 
in this case igniting some fond memories of 
younger days with less responsibility, more 
family members still around, and new possibil- 
ities for a comic book icon I used to believe was 
way too silly to be taken seriously. 

Tony - Huntington, New York 

"WEIRD STATS and Morbid Facts” truly 
brought a morbid fact to surface. "Maniac” 
the Flashdance song and William Lustig's 


masterpiece? What?! Holy shit! One of the 
greatest movies of all time, featuring true icon 
of the genre Joe Spinell — no way, I can’t 
believe that song was once considered for 
Lustig’s bloodbath. 1 know it stated that the 
lyrics were toned dow'ii before they could use 
it for Flashdance. I would fucking hope so. no 
way could that pussified version ever comple- 
ment a movie of Maniac's calibre. So my real 
question is; is there a copy of the original 
lyrics to the song Lustig was going to use? If 
so. I'd like to see what could have been in the 
way of that being used as the title song to the 
mo.st disturbing movie ever made. That’s 
enough to make Frank Zito pop outta the 
grave and .start scalping again. 

Mark McDonough - Sulphur, Oklahoma 

It's very trite. The .song was originally writ- 
ten for Maniac, but the lyrics M-ere changed to 
suit Flashdance. The only part that remained 
the .same between the versions the line 
"She's a maniac, maniac, on the floor" from 
the chorus. Unfortunately, after some digging, 
it appears the original lyrics are not avail- 
able. - Ed. 

HAVING READ your latest Note From 
Underground (RMUHO) 1 had drop you a line. 
In 2004 I was one of several hundred lucky 
people that got into the Hellboy premiere here 
in Austin with Guillcnno del Toro, Ron Perl- 
man and Mike Mignola. To my surprise, 
Guillermo actually seemed to enjoy talking to 
us fans. All three of them might have made a 
S60 million movie but they treated us geeks 
like they actually liked us. Tuesday night 1 got 
lucky again and saw Hellboy 2 when Del 
Toro. Mignola and Doug Jones brought it to 
the Alamo Drafthouse. Four years later, he’s 
still the friendliest, most gracious director that 
I’ve had the pleasure to be in the same room 
with. A lot of people may watch Del Toro’s 
movies and realize the awcsomcncss of his 
talent. But only a lucky few know just how 
cool and funny the man really is. I’m jealous 
that you’re friends with him. I’d sell both kid- 
neys and my firstborn just hang out and talk 
geek with Mignola and Del Toro again. Rue 
Morgue has my loyalty for life. But I'd follow 


Del Toro and Hellboy to. well, hell and back. 

Jim Self — Austin, Texas 

I WANTED to thank you and the team for 
a consistently great magazine. Thanks to Rue 
Morgue. I discovered my favourite podcast 
(notlp.com), murder ballads and other more 
unusual music groups (Those Poor Bastards 
get played on a regular basis), the Notes From 
Underground are wonderfully written and 
often thought-provoking, trashy low-budget 
films are respected for what they are and your 
tenth anniversary issue was probably the best 
issue of any magazine I have ever read. 

Brian Eeles - Brussels, Belgium 

IS RUE MORGUE going to have a TV 
station like The Sci Fi channel. The Horror 
Channel. MonstersHD, Scream. Showtime 
Beyond and Fangoria TV? 

Jeffrev Witt - address withheld 

Rue Moigue is expanding into visual media 
with Rue Morgue Cinema, but after that, who 
knnws'.^ Keep an eye on rue-morgue. com! 

I )UST WANTED to thank you for your 
letter acknowledging a first-time subscriber! 
It’s not often that a magazine editor takes time 
to do that. Very cool stationery, too. I first saw 
Rue Morgue at the Texas Frightmarc Weekend 
in Dallas and was totally blown away. It is 
exactly what 1 wanted to see in a horror mag- 
azine. The articles, features, photos, writing 
and editing are really top-notch. My first issue 
arrived yesterday and I can’t wait to read it. 
Also, Jessa in the subscription department 
was helpful and gracious in answering my 
questions. Your attention to subscribers is 
impressive. 

Elizabeth Sherwood - Texas 


P we encourage readers to send their comments via 
.mail or email. LeHers may be edited tor length and/or 
content Please send to lnfo@rue-morgue.com on 

POST MORTEM 
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Inside directors ready survivalist slasher film, Halloween sequel 



French directors (from left) Mien Maury and Alexandre Bustillo. 


When first-time directors Julicn Maury 
and Alexandre Bustillo shot their explosive 
genre debut. Inside (a.k.a. A I'interiew, 
RA'fU78), they had no idea it would be such a 
critical success. With the French film’s 
straight-up nods to John Carpenter's Hal- 
loween. enigmatic female villain, never- 
beforc-scen level of violence against a preg- 
nant character and grim ending, the movie 
was embraced by genre fans. Now. the duo 
prepare a new film simply called 
(a.k.a. Neige). 

"it's a fantasy action film, and of course 
still a slasher!” Maury tells Rue Morgue 
from his home in France. “It’s a survivalist 
story about a group of people who have a car 
crash and are stuck on a highway because of 
a snowstorm. They organize themselves 
pretty quickly, but help isn’t coming, night 
falls and some shadows start to surround 
them. ... Classic setting, but tm.st us, there 
are big surprises!” 

For Maury and Bustillo. A rinlerieur was 
a huge learning cur\'e. On that film, they 
were complete beginners and were schooled 
in all aspects of filmmaking as they went. 

“Wc made a ton of mistakes!” admits 
Maury, will probably be fidl of mis- 

takes loo, but not the same ones. For exam- 
ple, on the technical level, it wasn’t mistake, 
more of a budget restriction, but we'll never 
shoot without a second camera again! We 
now know the kind of fioistration one can 
feel in the editing room when you are miss- 
ing some plans - wc will be careful with 
that.” 

The film, which like Inside is an original 
story by the filmmakers, is slated to begin 
shooting in the first quarter of 2009. with a 
projected theatrical release at the end of the 


year. They’ve just begun 
the casting process, includ- 
ing hiring eccentric French 
actor Beatrice Dalle (star of 
Inside), whom Mauiy says 
made them promise to have 
her appear in all of their 
films. 

Though expectations for 
more ultra-violence are par- 
ticularly high because of 
Inside, the filmmakei'S actu- 
ally plan to tone it down a 
little with Snow. 

“In temrs of graphic vio- 
lence. it will be a little 
less," says Maury. “But it 
will be extremely violent 
on the thematic side. We are 
working in the continuity of 
A rinlerieur. The darkness 
of the human soul is fasci- 
nating to us and with Snow. 
wc will tty to push the spec- 
tator.” 

Being lifelong Carpenter fanatics, it’s no 
surprise they arc also in negotiations with 
the Weinsteins and Malek Akkad to write 
and produce a film in the Halloween uni- 
verse after they're done with 5 «om’. Oddly, 
it’s a sequel to Rob Zombie’s Halloween, 
but Maury assures that it will not simply 
retread old ground. 

“First of all, it’s a kid’s dream to film 
Myers,” says Maury, excitedly. “Wc grew up 
with the saga and Myers is our favourite 
boogeyman. A I'interieur was an open trib- 
ute to Carpenter’s Halloween, so it's a 
proposition we couldn’t refuse. Secondly, 
ifs out of the question to do a copy/pastc of 


Rob Zombie’s world in this sequel - and it’s 
not a Rosenthal remake either. It would be 
frankly uninteresting for us or the spectators 
try to to make a movie Tike someone.' What 
creates this excitement in this new Hal- 
loween is that we have the possibility to get 
out of the usual style, to bring our own style 
and vision of the myth.” 

At the same time, the duo remain respect- 
ful of Zombie’s film. Maury adds: “It is an 
honour for us to do Rob Zombie's sequel 
because we arc fans of his work. Therefore, 
our vision will be done with upmost respect, 
with a continuity of his work but also a real 
evolution of the world he set in place.” 

Jovanka N'uckovtc 
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Dylan Dog set for Hollywood debut 





He may be one of the most popular charac- 
ters in horror comics in Europe, but Dylan 
Dog has yet to have a big impact in North 
America. Even still. Italian author Tiziano 
Sclavi’s eponymous “nightmare detective” 
will soon make his North American screen 
debut in Dead of Night, a new film directed 
by New Brunswick-bom Kevin Munroe. 

"I first encountered Dylan Dog when Dark 
Horse Comics reprinted them in 1999 with 
new covers from Mike Mignola,” Munroe 
tells Rue Morgue. “It wasn't until 1 was sent 
the script years and years later tliat I realized 
how big the series was in Europe.” 

Comics-to-lilm specialists Platinum Stu- 
dios bought the rights to Dylan Dog more 
than a decade ago, and since then have been 
trying to get the movie off the ground. 
“[Executive producer] Scott Rosenberg is 
very protective of this project and really 
wanted to find the right team and the right 
home to get it done the right way,” says 
Munroe, who is making his first foray into 
the horror genre after writing and directing 
2007’s animated TMNT (Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtles) feature film. 

“Even though the original script by Tom 
Donnelly and Josh Oppenheimer is ten years 
old. if s still very fresh, given all the vampire, 
werewolf and zombie movies that have been 
released since then.” he says. 

The film, which Munroe is 
confident will be able to find 
its place in the crowded 
North American comic book 
movie market, is set to star 
Brandon Routh as the impov- 
erished supernatural investi- 
gator. Rather than starting at 
the comic series" beginning, it 
will pick up with a retired 
Dylan drawn back into inves- 
tigating the world of the 
undcad when a strange case 
comes knocking on his door, 

“The set-up is very noir, but 
the film is filled with action and black come- 
dy,"" notes Munroe. 

The filmmaker believes that the casting 
of Routh. who already played a comic book 


hero in 2006’s Superman Returns, is an 
inspired choice. 

“In this movie Dylan is 
an everyman. and 1 think 
that Brandon has that in the 
bag. He has a heart and 
soul to him in real life that 
1 think will translate great 
onto screen. He can be an 
action star, but also the guy 
you'll root for when he has 
to get beaten up long 
before he wins the day.” 

Although this is the first 
time the character has been 
officially adapted for the 
big screen, several allu- 
sions to Dylan Dog were 
made in Michele Soavi’s Cemetoy Man 
(a.k.a. Dellamore Dellamorte). Based on a 
1991 novel by Sclavi, Soavi’s film starred 
Rupert Everett (who inspired the look of 


the original comic book character) as a kind 
of Dylan Dog doppelganger, right down to 
his trademark red shirt, black jacket and 
jeans. Still, Munroe insists that any com- 
parisons between Dead of Night and the 
Italian zombie comedy are superficial. 

“I like the black tone of Cemetery Man, 
but really, it’s apples and oranges,” he says. 
"'Dead of Night is going to be a much dif- 
ferent movie.” 

Munroe says his film will stay as true to 
Sclavi’s vision as possible. “It’s very close 
in tone to the original comic books our 
intention is to treat this subject matter with 
the utmost respect.” he says. “I love the 
world of Dylan Dog - the way it’s present- 
ed in this movie is familiar in one sense, 
but also incredibly fresh.” 

Dead of Night is slated to hit theatres in 
the latter half of 2009. 

Paul Corupe 
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RM comics columnist Gary Butler has long praised 
Boom Studios’ horror line. Now, you can check out what 
ail the hoopla is about - for free, no less. The company 
has just made some of their popular titles, including 
Cthulhu Tales Vol. 1 and Zombie Tales Vol. 1, available for 
online reading. Whatcha waiting for? 

pumpkinrot.com 

With Halloween approaching, it's never too early to get 
into the spirit. For a little inspiration, check out the web- 
site of this award-winning “home yard haunter,” featur- 
ing pictures and videos of his various spooky displays. 
While there, you can prepare to scare, by purchasing 
one of his props for your own lawn. 

ser1alkillerdatabase.net 

Though nowhere as detailed as crimeiibrary.com, the 
serial killer database will get you by in a pinch. It offers 
point-form info about its profiled murderers, including 
birth and death dates, nicknames, kill locales, body 
count, preferred prey and trophies. Some entries 
include pictures of the victims and copies of alleged 
correspondence from the killers. Get grisly. 

sinistergreetings.com 

Sick of sending your favourite fiends inappropriately 
cutesy e-greeb'ngs? No more: Sinister Greetings has got 
all your holidays (and other occasions) covered with 
their large line of horror e-cards, which range from 
creepy to gory to cartoonishly fun and evil. Send some- 
one your beast wishes today. 

zombieharmony.com 

Even zombies need love. Now ttiey can hunt for it on 
this dating site for shamblers. Unfortunately, you can’t 
really sign up to find the rotter of your decomposing 
dreams because its intent is more humour than happi- 
ly ever after, but it's still fun to wonder "what if?” 
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Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 


Got a Roadkiil suggestion? 


Email a link to: roadkill@rue-morgue. 


James Gunn heads up Xbox 360 
horror-comedy shorts 


Microsoft recently announced it will 
bring six new horror-comedy shorts to its 
Xbox 360 Video Marketplace (an online 
download resource exclusive to Xbox 
users) this fall. The idea came from Slith- 
er director James Gunn, who is executive 
producer on the series, which will also 
include films by genre notables James 
Wan (i'aiv), David Slade (Hard Candy). 
Andrew Douglas (The Amitxville Horror 
remake). Marcus NispcI (The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre remake) and Lucky 
McKee (Ma\\ The Woods). 

“I had just gotten this gig writing this 
Ben Stiller movie.” recalls Gunn. ‘T was 
telling Rob Zombie about it and he said 
something like, ‘Man. I really want to do 
a comedy, but everyone thinks of me as 
solely a horror guy.’ That night 1 had 
almost exactly the same conversation 
with James Wan. Xbox came to me a cou- 
ple of days later asking me if I was inter- 
ested in creating original content for 
them. Right away. I brought up the idea of 
horror directors directing comedy shorts, 
and they were immediately into it. I 
thought it was a great opportunity for 
folks to do something they don’t normal- 
ly do. For me, it's the most fun I've had 
in a long fucking time.” 

McKee agrees: “I liken it to the old 
Looney Toons and Tom and Jem' one- 
rcelcrs that used to show in front of fea- 
tures back in the day - basically live- 
action cartoons. Everything is pretty dif- 
ferent. Each one has a kind of recogniz- 
able personal stamp on it.” 

The project, much like the Masters of 
Horror TV series (for which McKee 
directed the episode “Sick Girl”), won't 
have restrictions on what can go into the 
material, despite the fact that it’s being 
released on the widespread gaming plat- 
form. For example. Wan’s short Ifbo/ has 
Saw actor Leigh Whannel raped by a dog 
and Gunn’s Humanzee (about his very 
own killer human/chimp hybrid son) has 
at least one throat being ripped out. 


“There aren’t many socially redeeming 
qualities." says Gunn of Humanzee. 
“Humanzee actually does eat infants, and 
we’ll get to sec him in action.” 

In McKee’s case, however, he doesn't 
want to have anything especially graphic 
in his film. 

“I’m sort of a prude when it comes to 
gore and sex.” he admits. “1 mostly just 
like filming weirdos!” 

McKee's seven-and-a-half-minutc 
entry. Blue Like You, is about a girl who 
for some reason just doesn't know how 
the simplest things work, which leads to 
dangerous situations. In it, the main char- 
acter seems to stab out her own eye while 
trying to cat spaghetti (see the trailer on 
YouTube). 

“Eye impalement has become sort of a 
specialty for me,” says McKcc “But the 
real gag is what happens after she sticks 
that fork in her eye. It's not at all what 
you’d expect and that’s a good thing!” 

He adds, “1 always feel like I’m the last 
kid on the block to learn a lot of things, 
and this is a sort of story where I’m mak- 
ing fun of myself for being naive. I'm 
slow when it comes to learning a lot of 
basic things, but I’m a generally happy 
person. This is sort of about that.” 

Blue, like most of the shorts, is actually 
a “pilot" and will be offered for free. If a 
series is picked up there will most likely 
be a fee attached to the remaining 
episodes, although how much it will be is 
still up in the air. 

Gunn looks forward to shocking view- 
ers with the shorts. "I think XBox is 
aware the only way their original content 
will work is if they provide stuff you 
can’t get anywhere else. So none of us are 
pulling any punches. U' Humanzee can’t 
outdo South Park, why not just turn on 
the TV?” 

For more information visit Gunn’s 
MySpace page at: 
myspacc.com/slitheiTnovie. 

Daniel Kaszor 
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weird stats 
WorSid Facts 


+ In November 2004, 54-ycar-old Geraldine Kelley made a deathbed confes- 
sion that the husband she had always claimed died in a 1991 car crash was in 
fact “in storage.” Her statement led police to his dismembered remains, scaled 
in a bin at a Somcrs'illc, Massachusetts self-storage facility. 

+ Tobe Hooper claims that he got the idea for The Texas Chainsaw Massacre 
while walking through the hardware section of a department store crowded with 
Christmas shoppers. 


+ In South Africa, it was not uncommon for the bodies of soldiers who fought 
in the Boer War to be exhumed by witch doctors, who used the bones for black 
magic purposes. 


. * + Sherlock Holmes scribe Arthur Conan Doyle was interred in the garden of his 

Windlesham. Sussex estate. When the house was subsequently sold, the remains 
of Doyle and his wife needed to be moved. This was accomplished in secret by 
• -•{ using a laundry van to deliver the coffins to their new resting place. 


+ Beneath London's Charing Cross Road lay the remains of an old cemetery 
dating back to the 1600s. 


+ One of the filming locations for Stephen King’s The Stand tclcvisipn minis- 
eries was the State Utah Prison, which temporarily moved a whole wing of 
inmates to allow the crew to shoot in the facility. 


+ Perilaus. the Greek who invented the Brazen Bull torture device - where a 
victim is stuffed into the body of a brass bull before a fire is lit beneath it - - was 
also the first to suffer inside the device. 


+ Lucio Fulci had a lifelong obsession with Edgar G. Ulmer’s 1945 film noir 
The Demur. 


+ TTic term “omophagisf ’ is used to describe someone who cats raw meat. 


+ After he was oq'jhancd as a child. Boris Karloff was raised by his siblings. 


+ Earlier this year. Lawrence. Massachusetts police corrunented on a new trend 
among criminals: the cutting off of their own fingertips to make fingerprint iden- 
tification impossible. 


+ In March 2008, authorities were called to a Baltimore home where they dis- 
covered a 40-year-old female paraplegic covered in sores and open wounds, 
many of which had lice and maggots living in them. The woman later died; her 
two twentysomething daughters, who were responsible for her care, face multi- 
ple charges. 


+ When Jose Mojica Marins (a.k.a Coffin Joe) was eight-years-old he attended 
a wake in which the “dead” man awoke and stopd up. He wasn’t deceased but 
merely suffering a cataleptic attack. 
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TOP SIX 


Complied by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to irrfo@rue-morgue.com. 


Jaws 

Cuisioart Quint 


2. Zombie 

Flesh-eater vs. flesh-eater 


3. Deep Blue Sea 
Sam Jackson snatched! 

d. Jaws 3-D 

Shark hunter snacked on 


5. The Last Shark 
Helicopter hauJed-in 

6. Jaws 2 

Marge munched whole 



WARNING 


Hellboy -, B.RR.D." © 2008 Mite Mignola. Bufty 
the Vampire Slaver " &© 1998 Twentieth Century 
Fox Film Corporation. All rights reserved. desig- 
nates a trademark of Twentieth Century Fox Film 
Corporation. The Goon'" © 2008 Eric Powell. Dark 
Horse Comics^: and the Dark Horse logo are trade- 
marks of Dark Horse Comics. Inc., registered in vari- 
ous categories and countries. Ml rights reserved. 
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NOSFERATU COFFIN BOX 

$65.99 

Where better to store your ances- 
tral earth (when you’re not sleeping in 
it) than a coffin-shaped box adorned 
with the sinister Max Schreck as Count 
Orlok? There are a number of shelves in 
each one, so there’s also room for any 
self-penned vampyr yarns you want to 
keep away from marauding filmmakers. 
Stake your claim at 
morbiddecor.etsy.com. 


ADIDAS HELLBOY SNEAKERS 

$100-$150 

At last: suitable adornment for your Right (and 
Left) Foot of Doom, thanks to the demons who run 
Adidas. One design features the wisecracking 
demon himself, as played by Ron Perlman, and the 
other bears the Hellboy logo in gold on devil-red. Cool 
as hell. 

Run with Big Red at adidas.com. 


MAGNETIC MONSTERS TIN 

$14 

Few things are as creepy as the innocent laughter of children, 
and this magnetic assortment of monstrous body parts is likely 
to raise cackles of glee in many a young Frankenstein. Or you 
could just play with it yourself and watch them bawl. Hours of 
entertainment, either way. 

Atrocities attract at sonsanddaughtersinc.com. 


COFFIN COOKIE CUTTER 

$12.95 

Morbid Martha Stewart-types can now make shortbread a little more sinister with these 
coffin-shaped copper cookie cutters. Not so much a remembrance of things past as a 
reminder of things to come.... 

Get carried away at kitchengifts.com. 
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THE COUNTRY’S PREMIER HALLOWEEN EVENT, 


WHERE Bloody Mary and history's most terrifying 

URBAN LEGENDS COME ALIW. ^ 

‘ WARNING! EVENT Alf fflQO-EtoENSE FORmPG-tHIlfiEN. HO COSTUMES OR MASKS ALLOWED. 

(s.iinies. DlitD<traniDrLd m'enctftmsnt subjecilsoMiiiaiiilily^^^StlS^Q^u' UwWHal^ffiiiiiaiionislaltedgutKiaTWs L-‘2Q0STJnlv«5nl STudiot. '2.' 2038 IfnWBtiolOrhndii At! tighi! ffiiwcd 211043/31 



holic and th^dfath^ of shdck rock. This lifelong personal- 
ity crisis h^^sultec^n mul^ple characters and varying lev- 
els of suc.^s over hfyoyr decade-long career (see p.20 for. 
more on JUs personas')!"'§lit as his latest concept album illus- 
trates, ./^ice Cooper is at his peak when he embraces his 
most.^frific side. . 


LICEIcOOPER is perhaps the WORLD'S 
HIGhlsT FUNCTIONING SCHIZOPHRENIC. 
He’s one of tt^world’s most recognizable rock personalities, 
a target of f^'ijy-fiiendly music watchdogs (the PMRC), golf 
celebrity, ra^w; born-again Christian, horror 

movie fanatiGj;fiepublicartjj restaurant owner, famed ex-alco- 


Ib RUf MORSJi:i,V 




It was 1 968 when a little-known LA-based band called The Nazz, fronted by 
one Vincent Damon Fumier, found itself at a crossroad, gigging reguiariy but not 
getting anywhere fast. When the members discovered that another band was 
going by the same name, they decided to reintroduce themselves altogether. It 
came to them out of thin air; Alice Cooper. To Furnier it conjured up an image of 
a little girl with a lollipop in one hand and a hatchet in the other. The singer also 
adopted Alice Cooperas his stage name and sensationally declared to the press 
that the moniker came out of a Ouija board session where it was 
revealed that he was the reincarnation of a 17th-century witch. / 

An evil drag queen witch fronting a freaked-out rock band? I 

Now there was something to see. £/Si 

Soon, the group secured a record deal (though it 
would be a few more years and albums before they 
achieved any real commercial success) and that ^ 
sinister little name was just the beginning of iySQ 

Alice's role-playing. Alice experimented with ^ 
characters, notably asylum-bound maniac ^ 

Dwight Fry, and the stage became a canvas for ? 
ttie band's macabre horror showmanship. Dead X 

babies, guillotines, strai^ackets - teenagers loved OTn/riil OPDAl/IM 
it parents hated it, and pretty soon Alice Cooper ulLiLlli, urLAMli 
was one of the biggest rock bands in America. / 

But eventually the Alice Cooper band hit ite first rough 
patch. The 1973 album Muscle of Love, lacking a concept 
and the dark elements, was met with mixed reviews. The band 
was burning out and suffering creative differences; everyone wanted 
to tone down the stage show and concentrate more on musicianship, except 
Alice, who wanted to ramp up the vaudevillian horror theatrics. 

Lijckily, a loophole in Alice’s Warner Brothers contrxt allowed him to release 
a solo album on anoflier label (in this case, Atlantic) if it were a soundtrack. So 
he fashioned a horror concept album based around tire idea of a boy named 
Steven vrtio was unable to wake from a nightmare - a soundtrack to a film of 
his own creation. Titled, of course, Welcome to My Nightmare, it accompanied 
the music television special The Nightmare, in which Alice acted out the role of 
Steven. Appearing on the album and in the film was none other than the prince 
of horror himself, the legendary Vincent Price. The concept translated to anoth- 
er platinum record, a massively successful world tour and one of the most 
memorable albums from the era. It was 1 975 and Alice Cooper was now a full- 
fledged horror icon in his own right. 


From ttiere on, however, Alice’s albums sold less as he drank more. Although 
he continued to release records throughout the latter half of the ’70s and the 
early ’80s, they were becoming Increasingly obscure. But, like any undead 
ghoul, the scrawny man with the upside down smile would not stay buried for 
long. 

After finally quitting the bottle for good, Alice made his comeback in 1 986 
with Constrictor and Its follow-up Raise Your Fist and Yell (1987). These 
were corny, commercial, give-the-kids-what-they-want glam 
x metal albums, but they were also tributes to splatter 

\ movies, featuring songs written for Friday the 13th Part 

fOy fPAn W and John Carpenter’s Prince of Darkness, and 

f', yn. boasting an appearance by Robert “Freddy 

Krueger” Englund. The new tour, appropriately 
X ^ named The Nightmare Returns, was a major 
MB success, perhaps due in part to Alice’s exag- 

^ ^ gerated promises to soak the first twenty 

rows of each audience in fake blood. His 
image was now so closely tied to horror 
I N. movies that he even appeared bn the front 

Tfi mo PCT OPinrO Fangona magazine. Alice Cooper had 

lU niu rtl uriuLn resurrected his career by introducing himseif 

I as thg:ultimate shock rocker to a new generation 

. of horror and metal kids. 

In real life, the 60-year-old born-again Christian is a'’’ 
kinder, gentler personality, in recent years he’s reintroduced 
Alice Cooper as a garage rock band on The Eyes of Alice Cooper 
(2003) and Dirty Diamonds (2005), ditching his ’80s glam metal image and 
throwing out the trademark theatricality now claiming ttiat there’s nothing more 
he can do to shock audiences. 

Happily for scary music fans, the legend’s latest comeback revolves around 
a horror character and concept. The newly released Along Came a Spideriea- 
tures a limb-collecting serial killer of Alice's design. A respectable mix of the old 
school rock of The Eyes of Alice Cooper and Dirty Diamonds and the modern 
metal of Dragontown (2001), the CD mines Alice’s glory days with a character 
that would be well at home with Steven and Dwight. Even if Sp/der doesn't hit 
the charts, it’s good to see the Coop back down in the basement with his spi- 
ders and snakes, concocting another nightmare. 

Rue Morgue opens Alice’s fractured mind to find out more about Along Came 
a Spider and what led him back to the Grand Guignol. 









/ 



. . 

; mm. 



r-,, 

1 ; V" 1 


IU)L MtOiH'iWi: 17 

•• . i. 



Msa«K«c3n 

Aiiacoc 

*WSOiO»l 


Along Came a Spider weaves a sinister tale 
about a serial killer named Spider. Why the 
return to horror after so many years? What 
was die genesis of this concept? 

Well, I don’t exactly go looking for good stories 
but sometimes a really good one just comes 
along. A lot of my stuff is written from short sto- 
ries. 1 have a series of about ten short stories at 
home and I looked at this one and I said, “You 
■know, this could be an Alice Cooper album 
because it could definitely be a stage show." I 
was thinking we could produce the show around 
the lair of this Spider, this serial killer. And if this 
serial killer is going to fashion himself after this 
spider, this predator, what would he do? Well, he 
would have eight victims, he would wrap them in 
silk because that’s what a spider would do. He 
would match the silk up with the colour of their 
eyes, just because that’s a nice touch, and he 
would take one leg. When the police find tfie vic- 
tims they would find a body wrapped in silk miss- 
ing a leg and they’re sitting there going, “What 
does this mean?” Of course the killer understands 
that he needs eight legs because he’s collecting a 
spider, and pretty soon they start putting it togeth- 
er and start realizing what he’s doing. The one 
thing he does not see coming is that he falls in 
love with the eighth victim, and of course he can’t 
kill her. So that's his downfall. 


At the end of the album, we have the return of 
one of your classic characters, Steven. What 
keeps drawing you back to him? 

I just thought it was good to fill it in with that twist 
ending. You know, that the diary that they’re talk- 
ing about, witti all of the planning and murders 
and stuff, they read it and they go, “He hasn’t 
been out of here in 28 years, he’s been in this 
insane asylum for 28 years,” and then you hear 
him talking to his pet 

spider, Steven, and he " \ 

goes, “You trap, you kill, jk 

you eat, you trap, you k V 

kill, you eat.” So it’s the 

perfect little Alice twist at 

the end, that after all this 

stuff happened, none of 

it really happened. It ^ 

happened in his head. 

Mere's this guy that 
might be from two or 
three 


didn’t happen. Even in the prologue at the begin- 
ning, when you hear, “We found his diary today, 
and he planned all this, this and this,” and the 
woman says, “It was all so perfect, except for one 
thing,” and then the first song starts, and you are 
wondering, what is this one thing? Well, it’s the 
fact that it never happenedl 


So we're supposed to 
think the "one thing” is 
^ the one who he couldn’t 

kill but it’s really the fact 
^ fc ^ that he’s been locked up 

H^-j n 1 for 28 years. That's the 

A 5nDH' one problem! 

Yeah, so I like the fact that 
it’s got the Alice ending. 
^ What are you stuck with at 

r the end of the album? 

You’re stuck with the Alice 

character in a straitjacket 

again and now he’s with 
his spider, he’s talking to his spider. He’s almost a 
comical character, but there’s something really 
sad and sick about him and there is also a sense 
of humour to him. He’s almost like a psycho Wal- 


other 

albums, who’s sitting in 

the insane asylum talking to his spider, but his 

diary made him sound like he was this elegant, 

urn... 


Like a meticulous Hannibal Lecter-type? 

Yeah, he sees himself like that, but of course it 





Inventing these characters is notiiing new for you. Your most popular are probably Dwight Fry 
and Steven. How do you see Spider fitting in with these two? 

It’s almost the same guy. I almost see all these guys being wrapped up into one. Rfty years from now 
when they go back and listen to all my stuff, they’re going to say, “It’s all the same guy, he just keeps 
writing about this character Alice." I write for Alice. I don’t write for me. I’m writing for the character. 
When people come in with songs for me and they say, “Here’s a great song for Alice," I’ll listen to it and 
it’ll have great lyrics but I'll say, “Alice would never say that.’’ And they’ll say, “What do you mean?” 
and I’ll say, “Look, for 40 years I’ve been writing for Alice, 1 know how he talks, I know how he thinks, 
I know his sense of humour, I know his sense of timing, I know his sense of irony. He would never say 
any of these things. You know, ! get the idea but this is just not how he thinks.” If you were writing for 
Sherlock Holmes or Zorro, or another character that there were a lot of books about already, the writer 
always knows how that character thinks. So I have to always write the way Alice thinks, not the way i 
think. 


Would you say Along Came a Spider is a companion piece to any of your previous works, then? 
Oh 1 think so, in that I think it’s just another adventure of Alice Cooper, only with different names 
involved. On From the Inside you’re going into a mental institution with Alice, with Alice Cooper Goes 
to Hell you’re going down to heli with him, on Nightmare you’re going into this nightmare with him - 
Bru^l Planet, now he’s in the future. It’s the ongoing adventjres of Alice Cooper, only I do really treat 
him like a fictitious character. So when you have a character that’s fictitious and can do all these things, 
you can have as much fun as you want with him. There are no limits, you don’t have to sit there and 
think, “Well, you know. I don’t know. . . No, Alice can do anything he wants to do. It’s not me. it’s Alice! 


The album concept and promotional material is pure 

horror, but musically, there is nothing overtly 

scary on the album the way that Nightmare WflA WH 

has some really frightening moments. 

Right, we did a lot more orchestration. This 1 

is a pretty good rock album. In fact, the \ 

two songs that are ballads are really 

pretty ballads. I mean Killed by Love, ,^ ^3 

that’s the song where he realizes, “I ' ^ 

can't believe this, I had this all worked 

out, and what’s going to kill me? The 

fact that I fell in love.” He can’t believe ^ 

that’s going to be his downfall. And / 

then "Salvation,” that's the song where ii inr Pnnprp nfitiUlQ Wl 

he wakes up atfour in the morning and he ALlut uUurLn Uii'niu 111 

says, “What if I’m wrong?" Here's this guy / 

who thinks he can’t make a mistake and then 

he has that one second of clarity or one second of 

doubt in what he’s doing. Maybe he becomes realistic 

for one second. He gets out of his little dream world and 

asks, “Is there any chance for me to get salvation? Have I gone too far?” And 

then the very next song is saying, "Well yes, you’ve gone too far.” 


> 5 ^ 


Your last couple of albums, Dirty Diamonds and The Eyes of Alice Cooper, were promoted as 
being stripped-down garage rock with almost no theatrics, and at the time of their release you 
had said that there was no point in trying to be shocking since people are all basically desen- 
sitized nowadays. So why return to theatricality now? 

Weil, Along Came a Spider is not shock rock at all. This is just a great story about a serial killer and I 
just found it to be so rich visually, especially with the packaging. 1 got to create this guy who was doing 
all this stuff and I said, “What would he look like?” I wanted to use the old spider makeup and 1 want- 
ed to make it to look slick and glossy and very sharp. I went with [musician/designer] Piggy D. I saw 
some of his stuff and I said, ‘Tm going to let you do this whole thing,” He’s really good with these kinds 
of graphics. I didn't want to go with a big design company. 1 said, “You do this, you’re really good at 
this." I said, “Make it look slick, but make it really grisly at the same time. 


cailimiea on page 22.. 





On Along Came a. Spider, Alice plays a g'eiial kiHer whose sinister calling card is 
haci-iing one leg off of each of his eight victims hefore wrapping them in silh. 
But taking on an oyer-the-top persona is nothing new for the original siioch rocker 
Throughout his career, Alice - himself an invention of one Vincent Furnier 
-has created a variety of characters to play on top of his already complex stage 
personh. Here's a look at some of his most memoraole creations. 


“I GRABBED MY HAT AND EGOT MY COAT/AND !, i RAN INTO THE STREET/ 

I SAW A MAN WHO WAS CHOKING THBIE/I GUESS HE C0ULDN7 BREATHE” 
“BAUAD OF DWIGHT FRY ” 7^^)47X^(19711 


Love it to Death was ttie Alice Cooper band’s breakthrough commercial success, featur- 
ing the smash hit “I’m Eighteen." But lurking in the album’s shadows- was "The Ballad of 
Dwight Fry,” a fictional account of a sad, tormented madman rotting in an asylum while 
pining for the family he once had. Named after legendary character actor Dwight Frye - 
who of course played a lunatic in two Universal horror classics, Renfield in Dracula and 
Fritz In Frankenstein - Alice’s first alter ego was a creation of pure horror. 

During the recording, different vocal effects were used to audibly portray Fry’s descent 
into madness, and Alice famously provided the song's final cries “Igottagetouttahere!!” 
from underneath a pile of folding chairs to amplify the claustrophobia. On stage, Alice por- 
trayed the character from the confines of a straitjacket, eventually escaging to snuff out' 
his nurse. Nearly 40 years later, the role is still a part of almost every Alice Cooper show, 
and Dwight's twisted cries remain one of the singer’s creepiest concoctions. 


“I DON'T WANT TO FEEL TOO DIE/BUT IF THAT’S THE WAT THAT GOD HAS 
PLANNED TOU/I’LL PUT PENNIES ON TOUR ETES AND IT WILL GD AWAT, SQ?’ 


Taking cues from Dwight Fry, Steven was Alice’s next fictional lunatic, and is by far his most 
famous. Steven was written as the main character on the concept album Welcome to My Night- 
mare, w|jch was based around the simple idea of a child unable to wake from a bad dream. 
L But Steven's story became far more complex tean that, as listeners were treated to the tor- 
^ ture^ind of a man as he recalls his lonely and innocent past (“Years Ago”), struggles with 
^ thatlost innocence (“Steven”) and murders his wife (“The Awakening"). 

Alice played the role of Steven in the TV special The Nightmare, a music video for tee 
entire IVe/come aibum (also featuring Vincent Price as The Curator). The Steven char- 
acter has resurfaced throughout Alice’s career, including on his follow-up concept 
album Alice Cooper Goes to Hell (the liner notes are done as a bedtime story writ- 
ten to Steven) and 1991’s Hey Stoopid, which depicts him as an inmate in an 
insane asylum on the track “Wind-Up Toy.” The character was somewhat rein- 
vented on the 1994 concept album/graphic novel The Last Temptation, which 
introduced Steven as an innocent child fighting temptation offered by The Show- 
man, in an overt Christian allegory. 


Patient 







“SO SHAKE OFF YOUR SHOES/GO AND GET ME MY BOOZE/ 
LAY YOUR LOVE AND YOUR LACES ON ME” 

“LACE AND WHISKEY,” mm WfUSKinWl) 


After Welcome to My Nightmare and Alice.Cooper Goes to Hell, Alice’s third concept album intro- 
duced a hard-drinking, Clouseau-like film nbir private eye named Maurice Esc^got, a character on 
which he at one point planned to write a txjok. In fact, the album originally came with a promotional 
paperback that included a story based around each of the album’s songs with ^Ice (not Maurice) as 
the comical master detective. The accompanying King of tfie Silver Screen tour used a stage done up 
as a giant television with Alice jumping out of the screen in different costumes (including Maurice dur- 
ing “It’s Hot Tonight”). 


“I MUST LDOK PRETTY SHOCKING/IN MY BULLET PROOF VEST/ 
WITH MY BUCK LACE STOCKINGS/AIL THIS HAIR ON MY CHEST’ 
“PRETTIEST COP ON THE BLOCK,” SPECIAL FOECESimW 


Alice combined a'then-recent fascination with Soldier of Fortune magazine and his old ^oot't^oss- 
dressing roots to create a brand new character on Special Forces, drag queen Reid Marshall Cooper. On 
stage the band dressed in fatigues while Alice wore lipstick and false eyelashes, and brandished a real 
sword, which he once stuck right through his leg while aiming for the floor. The character’s presence is 
felt primarily on the track “Prettiest Cop on the Block" (where he is actually a gender-bending police offi- 
cer) and “You’re a Movie,” wherein an arrogant, effeminate General brags about the army of men who 
bow at his feet a^ talks about his numerous battlefield victories, as Dolce & Gabbana might talk about 
.tire latesft trium ph oq tie runway. Of co urse, tills was long before Marilyn Manson mixed glam androgy- 
ny with military imagery. ^ 


“FRESH BLDDD, A SANGUINARY FEAST IS AH HE’S UVING FDR/OLD MEN, LANES 
DF THE NIGHT WALKING IN THE RAIN/]F THEY WALX ALONE ARE NEVER SEEN AGAIN’ 
‘mSH BLOOD,” i/AAf (1383) 


Arguably the most extreme horror story ever concocted by Alice Cooper is that of Former Lee H 
Warmer, an old, cannibalistic man locked in the attic by his family, including his brother, who patrols 
the streets at night to supply his sibling with fresh meat. Aside from Warmer, Alice lakes on other twist- ' 
ed roles, including the brother’s son, who is forced to sell himself on the street for cash (“Enough’s 
Enough”) and the brother who feeds Warmer's need (“Fresh Blood”). The album's haunting intro irfCludes 
dialogue between a schizophrenic patient and his psychiatrist. Unfortunately, none .of this wqs ever visu- 
alized on stage, as Alice spent tite following year in rehab quitting alcohol for good, rather than touring. 


Patient 
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The Showman is a Satan-like character in the guise of an eerie sideshow barker who attempts to lureayoffl^^ 
Steven (a nod to Welcome to My Nightmare, tiiough tire character is simply a young boy here) into joining his Theatre of the 
Real The tale is taken from a story by Neil Gaiman (The Sandmaiif and was published as a Marvel Comics miniseries that 
accompanied Thelast Temptation album. In the comic. The Showman is illustrated to appear as Alice himself garbed in a Wel- 
^ come to My Nightmare-era white top hat and coat, while on the album Alice sings from the perspective of both Steven and The H 
B Showman. Again, the concept would not be translated to a live setting, as there was no supporting tour, likely becausein^^B 
J was in the process of switching record labels. 
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And Piggy D has quite a bit of experience When you teamed up with Vincent Price on played it for ffie and f -went, "You know, ) could 

playing with horror bands such as Wednesday Welcome to My Nightmare it was a minor hor- really work with that." 1 said “^etmejust write the 

13, Rob Zombie. . . ror event. Was there ever any talk in getting a lyrics and feirn it into something. ” So we wrote the 

Yeah, and we’re old friends and these are the similar type of guest to appear on this album? B-section and the chorus, we really only took die 

kinds of things we talk about You know, movies It was originally going to be done as a radio verse from the original song and Ozzy had tiie 

and that kind of thing. So he gets it when I say, drama and then I realized that nobody in this harmonica part. I said, 'leave the harmonica, it’s 

"What if?" or “Let’s make it more twisted than generation has any idea what a radio drama is. great” It’s probably the best groove on the whole 

that” It's really easy to talk to him. If I had to do I started thinking people over 60 would be album, 

that with a guy that was working in a cubicle going, “Oh, this is like The Shadow' and then I 

somewhere in an art studio I would never get started thinking, “Yeah, but who else is going to What do you consider to be your darkest and 

that When you have a communication with getthat other than me”? I was going to have it most horrific album? 

someone who really knows your subject ... You all set up with the organ music, and after each Nightmare is pretty dark in places, but I think in 

know, I could sit down with Rob Zombie and we song I was going to be like [dramatic voice] some ways DaDa might be the darkest, 

might be the only two people knowing what we “Tune in next week!” But I started thinking, that 

are talking about, but we would get it. He would has such a time limit to it that they’re just not And probably tiie most extreme in terms of 

get what I am talking about immediately. gonna get it. So I decided that a diary was a horror. 

better idea and then I could, in the package, Well yeah, because of [the character] Former Lee 

Is it true tftaf Along Came a Spider was the give you the diary where you see the lyrics of Warmer-lstilldon’twanttoknowwhoheis.You 

original title for The Last Temptation album? the song and then have Piggy look at it and know he lives in tiie attic and they feed him, but 

Well, achjally the idea was an old idea. 1 liked the decide on a poster for that song. what do they feed him? If you really think about 

title Along Came a Sp/c/er because it has that kind that song, that song is one that 1 would not want 

of fairy tale Little-Miss-Muffet-sat-on-a-tuffet Kind of like the promotional paperback that to be listening to alone in the dark, 

thing and there is something about a serial killer came with the Lace and Whisky album. 

and a little fairy tale ditty that makes it even more Exactly. When 1 do an album I like to do a full “Psychotic” has always been the one recur- 

warped. package, I like it to be as complete as possible ring theme in your music, from “Luney Tune,” 

but then you still have to let the audience’s imag- to “Steven,” to the entire From the Inside 

/ guess it also references back to one of the ination run wild on it. album, and even “This Maniac’s in Love with 

original names of the Alice Cooper band. The You,” from Trash. 

Spiders. Speaking of icons, Ozzy does some harmoni- Welt, there’s so many places to go there because 

That was more coincidental. I didn’t really think of ca work on die track "Wake the Dead.” This there are no limits to insanity.That’s always a fun 

that when I was doing it. Of course, it crossed my marks yet another teaming of the two kings of place to go. 

mind, but I said, “Oh, who cares about that. The shock rock from the ’80s. 

Spiders.” It just connected up so well that he was I’ve had Ozzy on my radio show a couple of times One final question: the former name of the 

going to fashion himself after a spider and it's a now and we agree on a lot of things. Both of us band was The Spiders, you’ve had songs 

cool name for a serial killer. And he has this are very aware of how much The Beatles have an called "Return of the Spiders,” “The Black 

emblem, you know, which is kind of the emblem influence on our music, and that’s what we really Widow” and now the album Along Came a 

we are using. It’s sort of the eye makeup with the talk about. What happened was that [Along Came Spider. What’s with all the spiders? 

hourglass in the middle of it. I said, “This might be a Sp/tfer co-producer] Danny Saber had been Don’t know. 1 don’t mind snakes at all, but spiders 

one of his weapons.” It looks like surgical steel working on an album with Ozzy. They quit doing do creep me out. You know, almost as much as 

but it’s actually my eye makeup. this one song when it was half done and he Stephen Hawking [laughs].* 
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ORSOR IS NO S7RANCCBR TO TRLEVISION. 

In fact, with the recent boom of genre series It might 
be fair to say that these days the two are practically bosom 
buddies. Of course, this has been aided in no small part by 
the formation of specialty genre cable stations (Monsters 
HD, Scream, Sci Fi Channel) and the success of Dexter and 
Masters of Horror on premium cable networks such as 
Showtime and HBO. Yet, really, one need look no further than 
the major networks, where Fear Itself, Supernatural and sev- 


eral others already make their home. And there are still more 
on the way, with new series such as Fringe and True Blood 
premiering this fall. 

Interestingly, this isn’t a strictly North American phenome- 
non either. Genre programming is bubbling onto the air- 
waves from Britain {Doctor Who, Torchwood, Jekylll to Spain 
(see pg. 28) and all points in between. And, of course, what’s 
on TV eventually finds Its way to DVD. So, join us now as we 
take stock of five recent and upcoming releases. 



24 RUK MORCUb-; 


I love anti-heroes. They possess qualities nor- 
mally characteristic of villains, which only 
makes them more human and thereby more 
compelling. Enter Dexter Morgan, a Miami 
police blood spatter expert by day/vigilante ser- 
ial killer by night In essence, he’s a sick fuck 
who kills people because he likes it BUT - 
according to a strict moral code passed on to 
him by his father - he only kills criminals, which 
more or less elevates him to contemporary 
superhero status. He's also cute as hell, with an 
ass you can bounce a quarter off of, which helps a great deal. Okay, so maybe the 
show’s not very realistic in terms of its depiction of average serial killers but I’ll be 
damned if Dexter isn’t the best show on television. 

In season two, Dexter begins to doubt the intentions of his dark side, especially 
when his underwater graveyard is discovered and be’s dubbed “The Bay Harbor 


Butcher” - a moniker he responds to with distaste given the 
clinically precise quality of his work. As the manhunt esca- 
lates and he gets closer to being revealed, Dex tries to get 
help for his “addiction” via a twelve-step program. There, he 
meets a raven-haired vixen who becomes his sobriety spon- 
sor and lover - ultimately causing more problems than she 
helps fix. The show makes several sharp turns throughout its 
twelve episode season as it approaches an explosive finale 
that stays tme to Jeff Lindsay’s equally compelling, charac- 
ter-driven books. 

This DVD collection’s fatal flaw, however, is its lack of bonus features. The fourth 
disc contains only the season finale along with some paltry “extras.” Don’t be fooled 
by the menu item titled “Dexter Season 3 Sneak Peekl," ifs nothing more them a 
pointer instructing you to buy the Brothertiood collection, where you can actually view 
the first episode of the new season. Still, the show's so exceptional, you’d be a mani- 
ac not to own this set. Like our beloved anti-hero, its crimes are forgivable. JV 




Each season of Supernatural raises the stakes for the 
demon-fighting brothers at the show’s core, and season 
three is no exception. But that won’t come as a surprise to 
anyone who has been tuning in regularly, as the events at 
the end of season two saw the opening of a literal door to 
hell (and Ihe escape of who knows how many demons into 
our world) and Dean Winchester making a deal with the 
Crossroads Demon to resumed: his dead brother Sam in 
exchange for his own life - a debt that must be paid up in 
one year’s time. 

Expectedly, the third season focuses extensively on Dean’s pad, from how he deals 
with the knowledge that his life now has an expiry date through reckless behaviour, 
to Sam’s desperate attempts to discover a way to break the contrad without forfeit- 
ing one or both of their lives. Along the way, some fresh blood is injected into the show 
in the form of two new recuming characters. The more interesting one is Ruby, a 

f,* 

I’m a true crime nerd and more than just a 
bit of a John Waters fan, so how could a true 
crime series hosted by the man himself fall 
to enthrall me? Not that it isn’t an intriguing 
concept; dramatizations of actual homicide 
cases involving married couples, each tale a 
sleazy, seething mass of cuckolding, abuse, 
insurance scams, rip-offs, double-crosses, 
double-double-crosses and more, culminat- 
ing in murder most foul, all presided over by 
Waters as our narrator, the Groom Reaper. 

The constantly shifting cast of largely unknown actors is generally solid, and while 
the budget appears to have been on the low side, production values are consistently 
adequate. The only problem - and ifs a big 'un - is the excruciatingly pedestrian writ- 




demon who turns up and purportedly wants to 
help the brothers - even as she remains secre- 
tive concerning her own motivations. The other 
is Bela Talbot, a dealer in “occulf’ items, who 
trips up the brothers more than once with her 
single-minded desire to make a buck, even at 
the expense of everyone else. 

Due to the writer’s strike, only sixteen 
episodes were made. Nevertheless, fans should 
enjoy rewatching the season without having to 
re-experience the awkward two-month hiatus that occurred between the twelfth and 
thirteenth episodes. Also included are a gag reel, two featurettes and a bunch of short 
bonus segments featuring the show’s creative team discussing various episodes. And 
yes, for those who are keeping score, this season’s finale stays true to form and once 
again dramatically ups the personal ante for the Winchester boys. MSK 



ing, which had me groaning and heckling out loud to no one 
in particular before the five-minute mark of the first episode. 

If there's one improvement that television has enjoyed 
tremendously since the early '90s - from acclaimed dramas 
(Six Feet Under, The Sopranodi to genre fare {The X-Files, 

Buffy the Vampire Slayer) and especially sitcoms {Frasier, 

Seinfeld and, yes, even Frienddi - ifs been at the scripting 
level, butthe writing here is downright painful. 

'Til Death do us Part would no doubt have benefited from even minor input from 
brilliant sicko Waters at the creative end, but he’s simply relegated to talking-head 
duties here, which is a temible waste. Even more disappointing: beloved cult honor 
director Jeff Lieberman {Blue Sunshine, Squirm, Just Before Dawrt) is credited as 
executive producer and an occasional writer/dlrector. Missed opportunities in trash TV 
are seldom so tragic as this. JWB 




Sci-fi and horror have long been comfortable bedfellows, 
and for this we should grateful, as it has made for stellar 
entertainment. And few series balance the nuances of the 
two genres better than Doctor Who and its spin-off Toreh- 
wood. Sure, they deal more in aliens and creatures from 
alternate dimensions than they do more traditional horror 
tropes, but monsters are monsters no matter what planet 
they hail from, and both shows frequently dip their feet into 
truly scary territory. 

That said, Ifs undeniable that fans will notice a change in tone when watching the 
fourth season of Doctor Who. With the addition of comedic actress Catherine Tate in 
ttie role of the Doctor's con^panion, the writing has shifted 
towards more slapstick-s^le humour, which does a disservice 
to the heavier storylines. As such, there are fewer standout 
episodes in season four than in any of the previous seasons of 
the new series. Yet, some are still very much worth noting, 
including the “Silence in the Library" /“Forest of the Dead” two- 
parter, featuring an encounter with the Vashta Nerada, creatures 
that blend with the shadows and eat their prey, human or oth- 



DOCTOR WHO 

THE COMPLETTE 
FOUBTH SERIES 

TORCHWOOD 

THE COMPLETE 
SECOND SEASON 


erwise, alive. Fans will also be pleased that the 
Daleks return en masse for the final two 
episodes (head writer Russell T. Davies’ swan 
song before handing over the reigns to Steven 
Moffat for series five). 

Torchwood season two fares better, benefit- 
ting from the continued development of its 
main characters and its ballsy storylines. Since 
ifs aimed at an older audience, there’s consid- 
erably more sex, violence and spilled blood 
here. In fact, partway through the season, one 
character literally becomes Bie “living dead” permanently - without any regenera- 
tive qualities, James Marsters {Buffy the Vampire Stayer) also joins the show as a 
recurring guest. His character, Captain John HarL is morally suspect, seemingly psy- 
chotic and apparently intent on murdering several members of the team. Of course, 
this is made more interesting by the fact that the show's writers seem perfectly con- 
tent to kill off key characters. Add aliens that are more monster than E.T., and you'll 
quickly discover that the Brits are onto something. Both series are extremely popu- 
lar across the pond and ifs not difficult to see why. MSK 
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KILLER IN YOU 

KILLER IN ME 


BY DAVE ALEXANDER 


V KAX MAKES A MAN A MONSXEB? 

’\rV TTiat’s the question driving Durham County, a new six-episode TV 
series about a serial killer in suburbia and the cop trying to catch him. Though 
combining the dark surrealism of Twin Peaks, the dramatic realism and every- 
day setting of The Sopranos, and the stylistic touches of Six Feet Under, the 
show is distinctly Canadian. Set in the real-life suburbs of Durham County, 
Ontario - just outside of Toronta - it stars Hugh Dillon (former front man for 
Canuck rock band The Headstones) as Mike Sweeney, a hair-trigger cop 
investigating a series of murders where women are-found beaten to death, a 
Ixk of their hair clipped as a souvenir. 

The show - which debuted on Global TV this past May and is out this month 
on DVD from Anchor Bay - is couched within the encroaching ’burbs, where 
aluminum siding faces off against the woods, cul-de-sacs eat away at farm- 
land and an oppressive corridor of power lines dominates the horizon. The 
symbolism is anything but subtle, and potent enough to reframe ttie charac- 
ters’ entire world into a constant clash of beauty and ugliness. 

“This comes from the wonderfully twisted mind of our co-creator and writer 
Laurie Finstad,” explains co-creator Adrienne Mitchell, who also directed 


episodes five. and six. “She had a series of unusual experiences living in the 
suburbs near a nuclear power plant There were a lot of strange things going 
on; domestic violence, marijuana grow-ops, teenagers getting into ail sorts of 
trouble. The feel of the community was, ‘Let’s hide everything - build beauti- 
ful parks beside-the nuclear power plant er put a mini-golf course underneath 
a string of hydro towers.’ Deny, deny.” 

The murderer-next-door plot is nothing new; the big twist here is that 
Durham County is no whodunnit - we learn from the outset that Mike’s new 
neighbour Ray Pragar (Justin Louis: Heilo Mary Lou: Prom Night II, Dawn of the 
Dead remake. Saw IVj, an old high school buddy-turned-enemy after a row 
over a girl years earlier, is a burgeoning serial killer. The show begins with Ray, 
now a successful business owner, spying on a serial killer brutalizing two 
women in the woods, tying them up and smashing their heads in with rocks. 
Captivated by the spectacle, he adopts the murderer’s methods. 

“He’s the product of a self-centred society focused on bullshit,” explains 
Louis of his character. “He’s simply at a point in his life where he is ready to 
snap, it’s so sad that killing is his release and has become his ‘high’ in life. 
He’s sympathetic because we hopefully feel the reality of a broken person. The 
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sadness that arises from unhappiness - he's never 
developed the maturity required to adjust to adult- 
hood. Arrested development is clearly one of many 
issues he suffers from.” 

On the outside. Ray is the picture of success, a 
self-made man with a beautiful wife, Traci (Sonya 
Salomaa), a literary prodigy for a son, Ray Jr. 
(Greyston Holt), and strong ties to the community - 
including his rhany friends in the Durham County 
police department. And that’s the point; there are 
beaste amongst us everywhere. Ray’s crushing 
jealousy and inability to share the spotlight (he was 
once an NHL shoe-in until Mike injured him 
decades earlier) makes him physically dangerous 
to his wife and emotionally hostile to his son; he 
even goes to murderous lengths to prevent anyone 
from helping the teen realize his dreams as a 
writer. The series takes normal family problems and 
pushes them in a psychotic direction. 

Janis Lundman, co-creator and director of the 
first four episodes, elaborates. “What’s unique 
about Durham County \s that we capture a would- 
be killer at the early stages. We see him witness his 
first murder and then we see him emulate it. We 
also see him dealing with his problems with his 
wife and his jealousy for his son. He’s not heroic, 
he’s not a Tarantino-like pop culture figure, he’s 
ordinary, like most of us. He’s uncomfortable to 
watch because he mirrors the ugly, awkward and 
unglamorous side of ourselves - and the burgeon- 
ing rage wittiin us all that can erupt under the right 
conditions.” 

The series’ protagonist is even more of a powder 
keg than the killer, however. Detective Mike 
Sweene/is a man not above exacting revenge out- 
side of the law, and he’s constantly eaten away at 
by the skeletons in his own closet. Having just 
moved to suburbia with his wife, Audrey (Helene 
Joy), a breast cancer survivor, and two kids, he’s 
hiding an affair while dealing with a former part- 
ner’s murder and his teenage daughter’s reckless 
interest in both boys and his own homicide investi- 
gation. To complicate things further, said daughter, 
Sadie (Laurence Leboeuf), gets close to Ray Jr, 
while Ray Sr. gets uncomfortably intimate with 
Audrey, bringing cop and killer nearer ttian ever. 
Mike, new in the Durham Police Department and 
trying desperately to hide his secrets and protect 
his alienated family, barely keeps his head above 
water, making hirn an easy target for Ray’s nasty 
games. (The one thing the show suffers from fe an 
overabundance of plot in its six-hour run time.) 

“I was drawn to the beauty and the d^ess of 
the piece,” says Dillon. “I related to this character 
as somebody who had to work hard to do the right 
thing.” 

While the show paints protagonist and antagonist 
as opposite sides of a very thin coin, Dillon is 
emphatic about the key difference between them. 
“Ray is a fucking sociopath and Mike at the end of 
the day would like to resolve his emotionally dam- 
aged psyche.” 

Wrapped up within all this dark character drama 
are surreal touches that give Durham County a 
slight Lynchian weirdness. The youngest Sweeney 




Durham County: A corpse in the 'hurts, (below) one of the show's many surreal Images, 
and (opposite) Mike Sweeney (Hugh Dillon) overshadows Ray Pragar (Justin Louis). 


daughter, Maddie (Cicely Austin), for example, wan- 
ders the neighbourhood in a disturbing manga 
mask - when she’s not claiming to see the ghost of 
the former owner of the house, a suicide victim. 

“[The creative team] had a fascination with 
Japanese manga dolls,” says Lundman, “which is 
what the creepy daughter mask is. it all ties in 
again with ‘facades’ - the plastic happy girl on the 
surface is unsettling because we know it is so 
unreal. We can feel something much darker under- 
neath that.” 

Similarly, there’s an old farmhouse where, for 
generations, local boys have gone to fight each 
other tor sport and take turns having sex with girls 
on an old mattress, before taking a souvenir piece 
of hair and tacking it up on the wall. There’s a sick- 
ness in Durham County with roots that go deep and 
far. 

“Hair trophies,” continues Lundman, “it is a doc- 
umented fact that serial killers like to collect the 
personal items of their victims, so we extended that 
idea to Ray’s adolescence - how he and his boys 
would cut off the hair of the girls they slept with, 
like the girls were their conquest. The genesis of 
Ray to become a serial killer could have started 
there.’’ 

One of the most unusual aspects of the show, 
of course, is that it’s a serial killer drama 
created by women. One of the goals of 
the creative team was to answer to the 
violence in similar TV series. For 
example, a show like C.S.I. often 
opens an episode showcasing the 
remains of a nubile young 
, woman set to rock music, Twin 
Peaks depicted Laura Palmer’s 
bloodless body as an object 
of glassy beauty and The 
Sopranos injected a mea- 


sure of black humour into regular scenes of corpse 
disposal. Not so for Durham County. 

“There was a strong intention on all of our parts 
to depict violence in a way that was not slick or 
glamourized,” asserts Mitchell. “We felt that televi- 
sion was inundating us with too many beautihjl- 
looking, glamourized and sexualized dead females. 
We wanted the violence to be frightening in a very 
realistic manner; we wanted the audience to wit- 
ness the ugliness, messiness and awkwardness of 
it.” 

“It is perhaps a realistic portrayal of the world we 
live in today,” admits Louis, pointing out that, 
despite Durham County’s fantastic elements (e.g. 
Mike talks to the apparition of one of Ray’s victims), 
the show has a very uncomfortable, very realistic 
moral centre. 

"It is difficult to watch because, despite our 
sense of being good, upright, morally standing citi- 
zens, for a brief second we recognize ourselves in 
the characters and their darker impulses,” says 
Mitchell. "TTiat’s Durham County.” 



XIXE BABY'S ROOM 

Alex de la Iglesia 

First up in this new OVD set frorfl' Maple, “Ttie 
Baby's Room" sees young parents Juan (Javier 
Gutierrez) and Sonia (Leonor Watling) move into' a 
cheap house in an expensive neighbourhood and 
soon hear creepy voices coming through their baby 
monitor. Replacing tfie device vVitH video cameras, 
Juan sees a man standing over his child’s crib, but 
it's not an intruder, its a ghost trapped by a crime 
that took place there long ago and which now 
threatens to repeat itself. Director Alex de la Iglesia 
and screenwriter Jorge Guerricaechevarria (who 
also collaborated on the 1993 film Accion Mutante) 
reunite to deliver a thriller that zips along with all the 
smarts of a choice Twilight Zone episode. 

THE BLAME 

Narciso Ibanez Serrador 

The weakest entry in the series comes courtesy of 
veteran director Narciso Ibanez Serrador (1976’s 
Who Can Kill A Child?}. “The Blame” finds nurse Glo- 
ria (Montse Mostaza) and her daughter Vicky (Ale- 
jandra Lorenzo) renting a room from Ana (Nieve de 
Madina), an abortionist with more-than-friendly 
intentions towards her new tenant, Gloria goes to 
work for Ana but soon finds herself in jieed of her 
boss’ services. The guilt Gloria feels for her decision 
is exacerbated by the mysterious disappearance of 
the fetus and her daughter’s sudden possession of a 
box that she doesn’t want her mom to look into. "The 
Blame” is well shot and acted (especially by cute lit- 
tle Alejandra Lorenzo), but plagued by illogical char- 
acter choices and an abrupt ending. 

A CHRISTMAS TALE 

Paco Plaza 

Five young friends discover a female bank robber 
dressed in a Santa suit who has fallen into a hole in 


the forest. Instead of rescuing her, though, they 
starve her until she gives up the money. Bad idea, 
especially when she escapes and hunts them down 
from beyond the grave! [Rec] co-director Paco Plaza 
eviscerates the “innocent child” myth here, while 
[flee/ screenwriter Luis Berdejo really fleshes out the 
dynamics between the kids, all of whom are on the 
cusp of adolescence. Cheeky Teferences to bad 
Spanish zombie movies. The Karate Kid and voodoo 
are contrasted with the poignancy of the situation: 
these children are cruel and completely lacking a 
moral compass. The young cast is well 
chosen and Maru Valdivielso evokes 
both horror and empathy as the put- 
upon bank robber. 

A REAL FRIEND 

Enrique Urbizu 

Many of us have an imaginary friend 
growing up. Estrella’s (Nerea Inchausti) 
just happens to be Leatherface. This 
smart but solitary teen also deals with 
the loneliness caused by her father’s 
absence and her mother’s long hours 
(and joyless sexual escapades) by con- 
versing with a “vampire” (Eduard Farelo)... except 
he might actually be real. He might also be a dan- 
gerous figure from her past. Director Enrique 
Urbizujs installment “A Real Friend," is a fanboy’s 
wet dream, employing as it does our Texas Chain- 
saw Massacre icon as both sympathetic co-star 
and instrument of justice. It’s also an alternately 
subtie and absurd tribute to the imagination of a 
child. 

SPECTRE 

Mateo Gil 

Desire, jealousy and superstition fuel Mateo 
Gil’s “Spectre," a moving drama that only flirts 


with horror. After decades away, Tomas (Jordi 
Dauder) returns to the village he grew up in to 
make peace with the memory of Moira (Natalia 
Millan), an older woman he had an affair with as 
a teen. Back then, Moira r beautiful, sexy, unmar- 
ried - was desired by the village’s men and 
despised by its women, who called her a whore 
and a witch. Bewitched and jealous, Tomas 
(played as a teen by Juan Jose Ballesta) made a 
decision that condemned her to death. Mateo Gil, 
the screenwriter of 1 997’s Open Your Eyes {Abre 
Los Ojos), deploys enough 
creepy imagery to qualify 
“Spectre" as spooky enter- 
tainment but focuses his 
attention on themes of regret 
and sex, which themselves 
generate more than- enough 
horror. 

TO LET 

Jaume Baiaguero 

The horrors of apartment 
hunting are the subject of 
[Rec] co-director Jaume Bala- 
guero's entry. Macarena Gomez and Adria Collado 
star as Clara and Mario, a young couple who need 
to find a place to live fast. A handbill in their mail- 
box leads them to a ramshackle building on the 
edge of town where they are greeted by the land- 
lady (Nuria Gonzalez). Her smiling salesmanship 
soon turns sinister, though, and it becomes appar- 
ent that their lease is for life. Baiaguero and co- 
writer Alberto Marini ratchet up the tension 
methodically, coaxing what at first comes across 
as simple bad vibes into full-blown hell. Macare- 
na Gomez’s wide eyes communicate real fear, but 
it is Nuria Gonzalez who must be singled-out for 
her performance, which is terrifying. % 
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PAINTER VINCENT CASTiGLIA captures the beautt of decay using 

A VERY UNUSUAL MEDIUM... HIS OWN BLOOD. 
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D euteronomy 12:16 
warns us never to e? 
blood, for the blood is the life, 
but how about creating art with it? 

Contemporary New York surrealist Vincent Cas- 
tiglia does just that with his unusual iron-oxide 
blood-on-canvas paintings, which typically depict 
humans in varying states of transmogrification and/or decomposition. 

“There is a certain beauty in decay and the cycle of reformation,” explains Castiglia of his mono- 
chromatic blood paintings, which have been featured in galleries all over the world, including the 
prestigious H.R. Giger Museum Gallery in Switzerland. “I see what I see. and that's what I paint, 
so maybe it’s a ‘horror movie’ for some, but it’s a reason for me. My works are not meant to evoke 
fear, but rather can be viewed as testaments of transcendence of our physicality.” 

If that sounds esoteric, it’s meant to be. After all, Castiglia’s work is intensely personal. At the 
same time, however, he describes his art as “transpersonal” and insists that the situations in the 
images he creates appeal to everyone at a basic level. 

“There is a certain ‘clock’ that ticks and it is with us from the moment we appear here as organ- 
ic matter,” he says. “The realization of death lies at the core of each of us; whether conscious- 
ly or latently, it's something we all will face. Certain aspects of my visual language involve 
a sort of ‘explicating’ of this coexistence between life and death, as the fig- 
ures are all animate. But my work seeks to reconcile, not polarize, the 
two.” 

Indeed, many of the images parallel traditionally sacred works. 
Feeding evokes Duccio’s Madonna And Child, while The Sleep 
has been analogized along with Michelangelo’s Pieta.They are 
blasphemous in their necrotic nature yet compelling to gaze 
upon. Though the artist says he’s simply painting what he 
feels, he Is clearly treading on hallowed ground. 

For Castiglia, painting such sacred images called for an 
equally sacred medium. 

“I was on the verge of making images that nearly touched 
what I felt inside, but using the impersonal instruments of 
pen, acrylics or oils just felt wrong, as if I were lying or some- 
thing,” he reveals of the genesis of the idea of using his own 
blood as paint. “My motives for the use of the medium were 


I WANTED NOT 
ONLY TO MAKE 
MY ART, I 
WANTED TO 
MY ART. 




I 

! 
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Bloodworks: (left) Gravity, (above) Accuser, (opposite) The Sleep, and (p.32) Untitled. 
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To view more of Castiglia’s work and for info on his 
upcoming shows visit vincentcastigliaart.com. % 


entirely sincere. I needed to feel something, I wanted not 
only to make my art, I wanted to be my art. My connection 
to my medium was an inevitability, similar to a hemor- 
rhage... the pressure keeps building, and sooner or later it 
finds its own way of release. In a sense, they’re not paint- 
ings, they are hemorrhages." 

How does he draw all that blood, you might be wonder- 
ing? Repeated private bleedings. As the artist describes, 
it’s a very controlied and clean process he’s developed 
over many years. It originally began in a less controlled 
and efficient manner, but as the requirements in terms of 
the amount of his own blood increased with the size and 
complexity of his work, the process for collecting his “medi- 
um” evolved. 

“While raising the bar in terms of my technique and detail 
devoted to each piece, honing the process for the use of my 
medium was a very interesting one, one which I fell in love 
with from the very beginning. It’s an almost startling real- 
ization, even for me, to step back from the body of 
work I’ve produced, and to comprehend that all of it, 
every inch of that material, including the seven-foot-tall 
paintings I’ve done, previously pumped through my heart, 
my veins, and delivered life to me.” 
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HITS AND MISSES FROM NORTHttlCA'S 
PREMIERE GENRE FILM FESTIVAL. 



An awkward pun on “phobia," this anthology of 
ghost stories from four Thai directors includes 
entries from Parkpoom Wongpoom and Paween 
Pisanthanakun, who collaborated to great effect 
to bring us Shutter and Alone. But first up is 
“Happiness,” which thanks to its slick style and 
clever pacing, manages to inject some chills 
into a tiresome techno-horror conceit concern- 
ing a lonely girl with a haunted cellphone. Next 
is “Tit for Tat," a tale of delinquent teens 
besieged by a haunted manuscript. This is per- 
haps the weakest entry, if only for its agonizing 
overuse of shutterspeed/shaky cam nonsense. 
The last two are the strongest entries: directed 
by Wongpoom and Pisanthanakun respectively, 
they see each filmmaker making his solo direc- 
torial debut. “In The Middle," the tale of a haunt- 
ed camping trip, is a hilarious, self-reflexive 
parody of Thai ghost story conventions, while 
“Last Fright" channels the airborne terror and 
paranoia of The Twilight Zone’s classic "Night- 
mare at 20,000 Feet” episode. While many of 
the elements are familiar, the enthusiasm for 
the material is infectious. With 4bia, these Thai 


horror auteurs cement their reputation as mas- 
ters of the carefully orchestrated jump scare. 
SFA 

Sarah Thompson (Eve from the last season of 
Angeti plays Angie, a young woman who leaves 
her religious home in an idyllic small town to 
attend college. Once on campus, she looks for a 
babysitting job and is taken in by the iiber-nice 
Stanton family and their adorable little boy Sam. 
Predictably, Angie’s babysitting job turns into a 
demonic nightmare. Some tans have praised this 
film for its twist turns and unconventional mixing 
of subgenres, but for the most part, this is a 
mediocre slasher with a laughable demon-child 
and some trendy “torture-pom” thrown in for 
good measure. Uninspired writing and direction 
makes one pine for some of the better slasher 
films of the 1980s. Bill Moseley has a relatively 
small part as the sheriff, should you care.... MDB 

BHOBIOIOGY 

Fans of Frank Heneniotter rejoice! After a sixteen- 
year hiatus, the director of Frankenhooker is back 
with the same crude and trashy horror/humour 


featuring out-of-control appendages that made 
his earliest efforts so brilliant. This is a boy- 
meets-girl film with a deeply deformed twist: 
Jennifer (Charlee Danielson) has seven clitorises 
(clitori!?) and seeks out Batz (Anthony Sneed) to 
satisfy her intense orgasmic thirst because he 
has a super mutated penis that he injects with 
animal steroids and growth hormones. The prob- 
lem is that Batz’s penis tends to detach itself and 
go on nightly strolls to terrorize unsuspecting 
women! Even if this plays out more like a Troma 
film and lacks the lurid grindhouse feel of Basket 
Case (1981) and Brain Damage (1987), it's still 
pure Heneniotter. The director was at the screen- 
ing, and before Bad Biology played, the John 
Waters of horror said quite appropriately: "I hope 
you laugh and are appalled!” MDB 

DAIKfLOOIS 

Utterly ridiculous, and that isn’t enough to save it 
on any level. Clearly included in the festival line- 
up as a curiosity piece, Dark Floors stars GWAR- 
ish Eurovision Song Contest winners Lordi -- 
sporting their totally not scary stage costumes - 
as demons from another dimension. As they ter- 
rorize a group of people trying to escape a hospi- 
tal (standing in for the seven circles of Hell), the 
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film is reveled as a mess of bad acting, bor- 
ing plot developmente and overused colour 
saturation. The director was clearly trying to 
avoid camp, and this actually hurts Dark 
Floors, since its lack of humour emphasizes 
the ineptitude of everyone involved. Even the 
excuse that Finland’s horror ou^Jut is so min- 
imal is not enough to make watching this 
worthwhile. Save your money and watch an 
Auli Mantila movie instead. KU 


A rash of suicides with a seemingly supernat- 
ural catalyst afflicts a small, religious town and 
mounting suspicion sees a young girl and a social 
outcast pitted against the overzealousness of the 
entire frightened community. Unfortunately, the 
film is pretty uneven, with an amazing first act, 
tedious second act and overwrought third act. As 
with most horror films, the less you know, the 
scarier it is, so as explanations are proffered and 
motivations revealed, the film’s edge quickly dis- 
appears. Still, it’s punctuated throughout by some 
genuine scares and nicely executed suicides, and 
sustained by a likeable lead acti-ess (Elizabeth 
Rice) and some effective cinematography. Given 
its nihilistic centra! premise, from Within is among 
tile more subversive approaches to tiie teen hor- 
ror genre since Geofft-ey Wright’s Cherry Falls. KU 


Festival Highlights: (Clockwise from top) Island of Lost Souls. Babysitter ranted. From With'- (inset) 
4BIA poster, and (opposite) Let the Right One in. 
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This “reality horror” film is produced by the folks 
who made last year’s The Girl Next Door, so 
expectations were high for a raw cinematic expe- 
rience. A camera-junkie dad (Adrian Pasdar) likes 
to film his family, well... just being a family. But 
things get a little weird when dad captures the 
kids refusing to say grace, putting a frog in vice- 
grip and crucifying the family cat. Films that intel- 
ligently explore the underside of middle-class life 
are particularly compelling and this one attempts 
to do this by contrasting the father’s faith (he's a 
Lutheran pastor) with the motiier’s more scientific 
approach (she’s a psychoanalyst). We are left to 
wonder which explanation can more readily 
account for the children’s behaviour. Are the kids 
being manipulated by evil spirits in the house or 
are they simply psychotic? It’s an interesting 
premise, but the “turn” witii the kids in the last 
reel is just not very believable or scary. MDB 

ISUHOOFIOSISDULS 

If the Harry Potter series doesn’t have enough 
black in its magic for you, and in your opinion The 
Goonies needed more ghosts, monsters and pos- 
session, then Island of Lost Souls is your kind of 
family film. When fourteen-year-oid Lulu’s family 
moves to a small town, the angst-ridden teen 
amuses herself with incantetions and her Ouija 
board. It’s standard goth adolescent boredom until 
a ghost possesses her younger brother and enlisb 


her and a neighbourhood boy to fight an ancient 
evil that desti'oyed his sect. Soon they're off to a 
nearby island to fight a necromancer and his evil 
sidekick, a nightinarish scarecrow creature that’s 
far'too frightening and malicious for a North Amer- 
ican kids’ film. When the entire town starte getting 
possessed, the kids enlist the help of a local ghost 
hunter to save ttie day. Unusually dark, both visu- 
ally and in tone, this well-made, engaging Euro- 
pean film pushes the boundary of dark fantasy for 
kids into proper horror territory. Rue Morgue read- 
ers with offspring take note. DA 

LETHE BIEHI SHE IS 

By far the highlight of the 
entire festival, Let the Right 
One In is a beautifully shot, 
compelling Swedish vampire 
film that focuses on the rela- 
tionship between a twelve- 
year-old boy named Oscar 
(Kare Hedebrant) and a myste- 
rious new girt in town, Eli (Lina 
Leandersson). Oscar is being 
bullied at school until his 
strange friend Eli tells him to 
stand up for himself. Easy for 
her to say, she’s a vampire. But 
when her “caregiver” and food supplier dies in tiie 
dead of winter, Eli becomes more dependent on 


Oscar than she’d ever expected. A romantic tale 
that explores the taboo sexual attraction of a 
young boy to a young girl (who’s in fact much, 
much older than he). Let the Right One In is unlike 
any vampire film you’ve ever seen. Pure visual and 
narrative poetry. JV 

PIG BOUT 

The closing weekend of FanTasia culminated with 
the world premiere of Pig Hunt, with what seemed 
to be the entire cast and crew in attendance. The 
latest from director James Isaac (Skinwalkers, 
Jason X) sees a gang of irritating 
city slickers invade the Califor- 
nia backwoods for some pig 
hunting and assorted macho 
hijinks. Predictably, their happy 
weekend away becomes a ride 
ttirough rural hell when they 
encounter an ubiquitous clan of 
inbred hillbillies, a 3000-pound 
killer boar named Ripper and a 
gaggle of topless hippie hot-tub 
enthusiasts. Unfortunately, by 
the midpoint, this flick is so ago- 
nizing and juvenile it’ll make you 
want to run. screaming for 
mercy, but, if you can hang on 
long enough for the motorized hillbilly posse chase 
to erupt, you’re in for a wild ride through a dizzy- 
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strange Cnsma: iCiccir^ise from top) Sasori, Tokyo Gore Police, Pig Hunt and 
(insst) Spine Unger! The William Castle Story poster. 


ing array of subgenres. Although too long and 
uneven, Pig Hunt is an inventive, mental little 
movie. A great festival closer SFA 

[lEO 

Another “reality horror" in the style of The Blair 
Witch Project, Cloverfield and Diary of the Dead 
(and let’s not forget the original reality horror film: 
Cannibal Holocaust -1980!), 
this one is from the perspec- 
tive of a reality TV show called 
"When You’re Asleep," where 
host Angela (Manueia Velasco) 
and her cameraman follow a 
team of firemen who have 
been called to investigate a 
disturbance in an apartment 
complex. Let's just say they 
find themselves locked into a 
highly volatile situation involv- 
ing infection and rage. Some of 
the scenes were directed with 
the actors not knowing what was going to hap- 
pen to them, and the film has a palpable sense of 
spiralling crisis and claustrophobia. It's a well- 
executed and fun ride, but what makes it really 
interesting is the overwhelming sense of dread, 
confusion and ambiguity that defines the last fif- 
teen minutes. See it before the upcoming Holly- 
wood remake (Quarantine) hits theatres! MDB 
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The latest in a string of Jack Ketchum adapta- 
tions, this was one of the most satisfying films 
of FanTasia. Red stars Brian Cox as a widower 
whose beloved mongrel dog is shot at point- 
blank range by three teen delinquents for no 
apparent reason, leading to a lengthy and cal- 
culated retribution. This is an intense drama 
through and through, a taut, 
stomach-churning reflection on 
human compassion and the lack 
thereof. Brief flashes of violence 
and Jack Ketchum’s name may 
be the only obvious draw for the 
horror fan, still, it’s highly recom- 
mended, even for those who pre- 
fer Ketchum’s more visceral 
work. Other than a trite and pre- 
dictable closing sequence, the 
film is a fresh contribution to the 
revenge genre, with powerhouse 
lead Cox’s gentlemanly calm mir- 
rored by some indefensibly ugly human behav- 
iour. KLJ 

SASOBI 

A modern retelling of the Joshu Sasori manga - 
and the ’70s-era film adaptations, known in the 
West as the Female Convict Scorpion series - 


t FECI 


Sasori is all-balls, no-fat action of the 
best kind, and a nice return to form for 
the waning HK Category III movie. Like 
her counterpart in the original, our hero- 
ine starts off young, innocent and in 
love, but when she’s framed for murder, 
she ends up In the big house with the 
female animals. A smorgasbord of cat- 
fights ensue, and every attempt here at 
drama or poignancy Is a grave misstep, 
leading to unintentional hilarity. Not 
remotely as cool as the early ’70s versions 
starring Meiko Kajl, but when a woman rips a 
steel plate out of a retarded convict’s head and 
viciously stabs another woman in the heck with 
it until she’s dead, what’s there to complain 
about, really? KLJ 


SPINE IIKLEBI 
THE WILLIAM CASILE SlOiy 


B-movie virtuoso and horror gimmick conjurer 
William Castle was not only the greatest show- 
man in the history of the genre, he was every 
horror kid's movie uncle! Famous for such mar- 
keting gimmicks as the “Tingler," nurses in 
movie lobbies and inflatable skeletons flying 
over his audiences, Castle was also a totally 
likeable guy who loved old-fashioned show- 
manship. He worked in a time when audiences 
were oblivious to movie directors, but because 
he often introduced his own movies in filmed 
intros, the producer/director of Macabre (1 958), 
House on Haunted Hill (1 959), Homicidal (1 961) 
and Strait-Jacket (1 964) was one of the most 
popular directors of the 1950s and ’60s. This 
conventional documentary will have you cheer- 
ing for the genre’s greatest circus barker, and 
with folks like John Waters, John Landis, Joe 
Dante and Stuart Gordon singing his praises, 
who wouldn’t? MDB 


TOniGOBE POLICE 


This first film directed by the FX man behind the 
Suicide Club teWs the story of Ruka (Eihi Shiina 
from Takashi Miike’s Audition), a woman who 
hunts mutant “engineers" for the recently priva- 
tized Tokyo Police Force. “Engineers" have the 
ability to turn their actual flesh wounds into 
weapons, and the twist here sees Ruka made 
into an “engineer" herself to find out the truth 
about her father’s assassination. As she seeks 
vengeance for his death, there's some Robo- 
cop-like attempts at political satire mixed with 
outlandish Tetsuo-s\y\e transmogrifications that 
make the film mildly interesting. In addition, 
Tokyo Gore Police has a few inspired moments, 
such as the pink box-knife commercial for girls 
who like to "cut” themselves, a great screen 
presence by Shiina and some gory set pieces. 
Unfortunately, it’s manga-style bloodletting 
becomes repetitive very fast, MDB 


My RUl MORGLM 




FROM THE PRODUCER OF 

PAN’S LABYRINTH 
anj^THE ORPHANAQE 
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4A Panorama 


Where Can You Hide 
When You Live In The Dark? 

Junio Valverdi of THE DEVIL’S BACKBONE stars as 
Santi, a bullied teen who suffers from a rare and violent 
allergy to sunlight. When his condition worsens, he and 
his mother are forced to move to a remote village in the 
mountains. His arrival marks the beginning of a series of 
brutal slayings. Something is alive deep in the shadowy 
forest. Can a frightened outcast find safety in the 
darkness or does the ultimate terror wait in the most 
unexpected place of all? 

Francesc Orella and Mar Sodupe co-star in this chilling 
Spanish horror thriller from acclaimed director Isidro 
Ortiz (FAUSTO 5.0) and featuring art direction by Pilar 
Revuelta, Oscar® winner for PAN’S LABYRINTH. 


UNCUT AND UNRATED 
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A BLIAKER BATMAN 

THE DUBK KNIGHT 

Starring Christian Bale, Heath Ledger 

and Aaron Eckhart 

Directed by Christopher Nolan 

Written by David S. Coyer, Christopher Nolan 

and Jonathan Nolan 

Warner Bros, 

“I’m not a monster... I’m just ahead of the 
curve.” - The Joker 

From Cesar Romero’s playful lunacy to 
Jack Nicholson’s malicious glee, and now 
Heath Ledger’s terrifying insani- 
ty, The Joker is the yardstick 
which measures how the Dark 
Knight just keeps getting darker. 

We indeed live in times where 
the old gods have let us down, 
so it’s no wonder superhero 
movies are the escapism of 
choice. But we’re also too self- 
aware for the quaint, cane- 
twirling antics of a villain such 
as the 1960-style Joker; these 
days we need genuinely evil 
monsters. And, when it comes to the card-car- 
rying yang to Batman’s yin, The Dark Knight 
delivm horror in, well, spades. 


TTic late Heath Ledger's performance as 
The Joker is every bit as disturbing as the 
hype suggests. Whether he's impaling a gang- 
ster’s face on a pencil, forcing thugs to fight 
to the death with a broken pool cue, blowing 
up people and places or just playing mind 
games (“Tonight you are all going to be part 
of a ‘social experiment.’”), this Clown Prince 
is cruel anarchy personified. Hiding his 
scarred face under sickly war paint, he’s 
chaos in a suit, an almost supernatural force 
using his gang of former asylum inmates to 
orchestrate grand acts of slaughter and 
destruction. 

While Tim Burton brought 
the gothic nature of the Batman 
to the forefront, Christopher 
Nolan focuses on contemporary 
horrors, pitting Christian Bale’s 
hero against a bona fide terror- 
ist. The lip-smacking, always 
plotting villain cares for neither 
money nor power, but rather a 
warped new world order 
designed to prove to the citizens 
of Gotham that there are no 
heroes. 

The crux of his plan involves destroying 
shining beacon of hope District Attorney 1 lar- 
vey Dent, which The Joker does by turning 
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him into the hideously defonned Two-Face. 
While Tommy Lee Jones looked like an 
action figure in Batman Forever. Aaron Eck- 
hart's version is outright disgusting -- charred 
sinew, bones showing beneath his skin and an 
eyeball threatening to fall out. 

This is a bleak, vicious vision set in nihilis- 
tic world where sewing explosives into some- 
one and blowing them to bits Saw-style is 
good for a laugh. As the superhero film 
evolves, expect it to continue to seek dramat- 
ic weight in the horrific. As the complex, gor- 
geously rendered Dark Knight proves, it 
makes for some of the heaviest superhero 
drama to date. 

Why so serious? Because even our greatest 
heroes live in the heart of darkness these days. 

Dave Alexander 

IMABINATION UNBOUND 



Starring Ron Perlman, Selma Blair 

and Doug Jones 

Directed by Guillermo del Toro 

Written by Guillermo del Toro and Mike Mignoia 

Universal 

With HellboyU: The Golden Anny, Guiller- 
mo del Toro has evolved into one of those rare 
filmmakers, like an Orson Welles or a Tim 
Burton, whose visual 
style is so distinctive 
that one could almost 
identify him by view- 
ing a single frame of 
film. And much of 
what made his previ- 
ous work so great, 
from the mechanical 
inventions of Cronos 
to the hyperkinetic 
swordplay of Blade 2 
to the outrageous creature design of Poo i- 
Labyrinth, is reworked to maximum effect in 
what is arguably del Toro’s most profoundly 
moving, genuinely funny and visually over- 
powering film to dale. 

Long-time del Toro collaborator Ron Perl- 
man returns as the wisecracking, lovably 
unloveable Hellboy, a displaced, deep red 
demon who belongs in neither the magical 










realm nor the world of men. And to make mat- 
ters worse, his domestic situation is undergo- 
ing a crisis complicated by the fact that when 
he pisses off his girlfriend (Selma Blair), she 
erupts into a ball of fire and bums everything 
in sight, including his beloved 8-track tape 
collection. But this is the least of his troubles. 
Hcllboy and his pals from the Bureau for 
Paranormal Research and Defense must go up 
against the Golden Anny, an indcstmclible 
force of giant, mechanical warriors who 
have been awakened from a long sleep by 
one Prince Nuada (Luke Goss), a magical 
being so disturbed by our collective greed 
and ecological mockery tliat he’s deter- 
mined to destroy mankind forever. Of 
course, throwing a wrench into his apoca- 
lyptic plans is our good pal Big Red, who 
finds himself in the contusing position of 
defending an ungrateful humanity from his 
fellow magical beings. 

With its inventive, labyrinthine plot lines, 
mind-blowing creature design and flawlessly 
orchestrated action set pieces, Ilellbov H is a 
genuine masterwork of the imagination that 
channels the wonder and awe of Ray Harry- 
hausen at his very best (the film even derives 
its title from The Golden Voyage of Sinbad). 
And del Toro cleverly finds ways to milk 
some truly hilarious moments out of everyday, 
mundane situations with these otherworldly 
characters. Abe Sapicn (played brilliantly by 
Doug Jones) and Hellboy singing a drunken 
duet ofBarry Manilow’s “I Can’t Smile With- 
out You” is worth the price of admission 
alone. Not since a childhood screening of Sin- 
bad and the Eye of the Tiger has this jaded 
reviewer been so genuinely mesmerized and 
awestruck by a monster movie. 

Stuart F. Andrews 
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THE X FILES: 1 WAN! 10 BELIEVE 

Starring David Duchovny, Gillian Anderson 

and Billy Connolly 

Directed by Chris Carter 

Written by Chris Carter and Frank Spotnitz 

Fox 


I wanted to believe in The X-Files: I Want 
to Believe - desperately, even. Because 
back in the day 1 was one of those rabid X- 
Philes, a fan who ate up the merchandising 
and never missed an episode. Sadly, what 


The X-FUes: I Want To Believe: Mulder (David Duchovny) searches for the (boring) truth. 


Chris Carter and compa- 
ny have delivered with this second feature 
film will strip the faith from even the most 
forgiving of fans, because, title aside, this 
isn’t The X-Files. 

Sure, David Duchovny and Gillian Ander- 
son arc back in the roles of Mulder and 
Scully, but that wonderful chemistry 
between them is squashed by a script that 
has them spending the majority of their 
shared screen time bickering and seemingly 
doing everything possible not to work 
together. No one’s waited six years to see 
that. 

The disjointed, barely supernatural police 
procedural plot kicks off when an FBI agent 
is abducted. During the Bureau’s search for 
her, a disgraced, allegedly psychic, 
pcdophiliac priest (Billy Connolly) leads 
them to a severed limb - not hers, but it 
links back to the crime scene. Unsure of the 
psychic’s validity, one of the agents calls in 
Mulder (now a fugitive, as per the series 
finale) to assist, even as women continue to 
vanish and the ex-priest is the only one pro- 
viding any viable clues. Eventually our 
heroes uncover an illegal medical transplant 
“conspiracy.” Case closed. Oh. and there’s a 
tangential side plot about Scully, now a full- 
fledged surgeon, trying to save the life of a 
young terminally ill boy. 

Essentially, all the elements that made the 
TV show so spooky, engaging and, most 
importantly, fun, are missing. In fact, / Want 
to Believe is downright depressing. It’s kind 
of like watching the last throes of a rela- 


tionship between two close friends play out 
publicly. Never mind that the special effects 
are unremarkable, the secondary characters 
are undeveloped and the return of Mitch 
Pileggi as Walter Skinner is little more than 
a cameo. While it docs raise some thought- 
provoking questions about faith, trusting 
one’s instincts and the role of darkness in 
our lives, most fans will be too busy mourn- 
ing the complete decimation of the fran- 
chise to really notice or care. 

Monica S. Kuebler 

CRY. LITTLE FELDMAN 

LOSE BOlfS: EOE TLIIBE 

Starring Corey Feldman, Angus Sutherland 

and Autumn Reeser 

Directed by P.J. Pesce 

Written by Hans Rodionoff 

Warner Bros. 

So how is Lost Boy.s: The Tribe, the 
decades-in-thc-works Lost Boys sequel? Let’s 
sum it up this way: no one is going to be get- 
ting any Angus Sutherland tattoos anytime 
soon. 

Whereas Keifer Sutherland (Angus’ older 
half-brother) created one of cinema’s most 
iconic vampires playing David in the original 
Lo.<<t Boys - one inked on more than one hor- 
ror fan - Angus’ Shane Powers, an cx-surfer 
turned leader of a vampire coven, is consider- 
ably less charismatic. Shane has the looks, 
yes, but David had humour, charm and, dare 
we say it given his undcad state, soul. 









YOU JUST MADE MY LIST! 


What would you do if you had the power to kill 
someone just by writing his name in a book? Who 
would you take out? A schoolyard bully, an ex- 
lover, an asshole employer? Where would you draw 
the line? 

That's the premise of Death Note, a movie based 
on a popular manga title that revolves around a 
young law student named Light Yagami (Tatsuya 
Fujiwara) who has become disenchanted with 
Japan’s lenient, revolving-door justice system. As if in answer to his prayers, one 
night he finds a notebook titled “death note” and discovers that 40 seconds after 
writing a person’s name in it, they will die of a heart attack. 

Working under the pseudonym Kira, Light uses the book to become judge, jury 
and executioner, killing hundreds of criminals all over the world (all under the eye 
of the bemused Death, a cheesy CG goth-monster that only he can see). The 
police consider Kira a criminal, though, and enlist a genius detective known only 
as “L” to help track him down. Played as an eccentric, brilliant teen by Ken’ichi 
Matsuyama, L is a brooding sugar junkie who shuns society for his opulent apart- 
ment, perching on the furniture like a bird while playing video games and devour- 
ing junk food. 

A game of cat and mouse unfolds as L and Kira engage in a battle of wits, with 
Light slowly transforming from hero to assassin as he murders Innocent people 
in order to protect his identity. 

Playing out more like a detective story for teens than a horror flick, it’s expert- 
ly directed by Shusuke Kaneko, who exploded onto the Kaiju scene in the 1990s 
with his revision of the Gamera series. His film depicts how easily an anti-hero 
may become the very thing that he detests when taking a simplistic schoolyard 
approach to revenge. 

Since its release. Death Note has birthed two sequels and generated contro- 
versy throughout the world, even being banned in Beijing due to its "terrifying 
nature.” Students in parts of the US who have used it as a form of passive 
empowerment by listing the names of bullies in their own notebooks have even 
been suspended or arrested, giving this rather harmless and horror-lite tale a 
subversive edge. 

So, who’s on your list? '' 

Last Chance Lance 


DEWl) NOTE 

Starring Ken’ichj-JViatsuyama, Asaka Seto 

and Tatsuya Fujiwara 

Directed by Shusuke Kaneko 

Written by Tsugumi Oba, Takeshi Obata 

and Tetsuya Oishi 

Warner Bros. 


Writer Hans Rodionoff (Saint Sinner) and director- 
P.J. Pescc (From Dusk Till Dawn 3: The Hangman's 
Daughter) go out of their way to invoke their 1 987 pre- 
decessor. Not only do they cast a Sutherland, but Corey 
Feldman returns as socially inept vampire hunter Edgar 
Frog, and the plot is, not 
surprisingly, a riff on the 
original. Chris and Nicole 
are recently orphaned sib- 
lings who go to live with 
their aunt in Luna Bay, a 
California beach town 
plagued by bad weather 
(filming took place in per- 
petually overca.st Vancou- 
ver. British Columbia, as 
opposed to the original’s 
Santa Cruz, California) 
and disappearing towns- 
folk. They meet Shane, and Nicole soon finds herself 
under his sway. Chris meets Edgar, though, who appris- 
es him of Luna Bay’s vampire population and teams up 
with him to take down the local suckheads and rescue 
hi.s sister. 

So where does it fall apart? From frame one. Shane’s 
coven isn’t comprised of sexy bad boys as in the origi- 
nal - they’re unbearable, misogynist jock assholes. 
Pesce, perhaps knowing he couldn’t win over the orig- 
inal’s fan base, amps up the vulgarity instead in a bid to 
capture undiscerning teens easily swayed by boobs, 
blood and bad language. Oh, and Corey 1 laim? 1 Ic only 
shows up in the alternate endings, looking every bit the 
crackhead he’s alleged to have become. 

Consider Lost Boys: The Tribe a lost cause. 

Sean Plummer 


WOODSY WEDDING 


IIMBEII EULIS 

Starring Josh Randall, Brianna Brown 

and Beth Broderick 

Directed by Tony GIglio 

Written by Daniel Kay 

Vivendi 


It look a collection of fourteen (!) credit-starved pro- 
ducers of varying unimportance to bring this dircct-to- 
video production into our lives, but beneath the DVD’s 
bad artwork resides a low-level guilty pleasure for fans 
who like to watch bickering lovers trapped in 
Appalachian hell. 

Initially, it’s a straightforward mountain family Texas 
Chainsaw riff that has a devoutly religious lag-team 
snatching young couples from a picturesque mountain- 
top campsite. Inside the mineshaft basement of barren 






'««»«ARnet.com 
horror, ihriller ano suspense, on OEMAND 24 / 7 . 



Timber Falls: Sheryl (Brianna Brown) works to escape the backwoods torture dungeon. 


wife Ida (Beth Broderick) and rangcr/hubby 
Clyde {American Gothic's Nick Searcy), 
urbanites Mike (Josh Ran- 
dall). a potty-mouthed stud, 
and Sheryl (Brianna Brown), 
a whiny nurse, arc forced into 
marriage as procreation 
outside of wedlock is very 
un-Christian - before Sheryl 
is strapped onto a makeshift 
gynecologist’s tabic so Mike 
can have an easy go. 

Of course, he knows once 
he’s done the nasty, he’s a 
goner, so the bulk of Timber 
Falls deals with the newly- 
weds’ efforts to withstand the 
poking, whipping and culling 
administered by Clyde, Ida and their very 
homy disfigured bro Deacon (a malformed 
Cropsy look-alike) in the hopes that some- 
one will come to their rescue. 

Humourless direclor Tony Giglio offers 
some mild torture-pom moments, but his 
workmanlike approach fails to embrace the 
grotesque, which should’ve included a bit 
of redemptive Fulcian gore — like actually 
seeing Mike blow up Clyde’s head real 
good with a salvo of buckshot after oppor- 
tunity knocks on the cabin door. 

Besides the makeshift wedding and some 
finger chopping, Timber Falls has no stand- 


out sequences, but once Daniel Kay’s script 
introduces Ida and Clyde’s goals around the 
midpoint, things get very 
goofy. In fact, the film is so 
ridiculously larded with 
raunch. kinky baby-mak- 
ing, badly written sermo- 
nizing and pickled fetuses 
that it eventually settles 
into its own fromage 
groove. 

It can’t touch Robert 
Martin Carroll’s dysfunc- 
tional family classic Sonny 
Boy (1989), but as lame as 
Timber Falls may be. it’s 
still a cut above the usual 
detritus made by producers 
looking for a quick and easy buck. 

Mark R. Hasan 

HONDO MISLEADING 

VOICE 

Starring Kim Ok-bin, Seo Ji-hye 
and ChaYe-ryeon 

Written and directed by Equan Choe 
Genius 

Pomographers like to dupe smut fans into 
sampling their wares by decorating their 
DVD covers with alluring images nowhere 



to be found in the actual movie. (“Hey, there ^ 
was a three-way double penetration with 
Sasha Grey on the cover! Where was it?”) ^ 
Similarly, Genius has packaged the rather f 
classy Korean ghost story Voice as some 
kind of “unrated” gore film, with DVD art 
showing a bloody hand emerging from a 
young woman’s mouth. It’s misleading as 
hell. 

Voice is the fourth entry in the Whispering 
Corridors series, although nothing on the 
cover suggests this. Each of these films is 
set in an all-girl high school and features 
students haunted by the spirits of dead 
classmates. This time around, talented 
singer Ycong-con (Kim Ok-bin) is killed at 
her school while rehearsing late one night. 
Her ghost does not know how she died and 
cannot be heard by 
anyone except her 
best friend. Seon- 
min (Seo Ji-hye). 

Seon-min is deter- 
mined to unravel 
the mystery of 
Ycong-con’s 
death, even as 
rumours circulate 
that she commit- 
ted suicide after 
having a lesbian 
affair with their 
music teacher 
(Kim Sco-hyeong). Aiding Seon-min is 
Cho-ah (Cha Yc-ryun), the school “freak” 
who can also hear the dead. As the two girls 
investigate, secrets come to light that sug- 
gest the dead girl may not be as much of a 
victim as she thinks. 

Writer/director Equan Choe, an assistant 
direclor on the 1998 original, really cap- 
tures the life of the school, giving us a sense 
of both its vibrancy and tensions. Visually, 
he and his crew are able to make the empty 
school corridors seem sinister, and his use 
of CGI to visualize Yeong-eon’s memories 
is both subtle and graceful. More than most 
films involving or aimed at teens. Voice 
evokes the awkwardness and loneliness of 
adolescence. Only a rather confused 
denouement mars what is otherwise a smart 
and enjoyable ghost story. Gel that: ghost 
story, not gore show. And no double pene- 
trations either. 

Sean Plummer 
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BEilUPED 

MTI Home Video 

If you like your vampire movies served with a hearty helping of ham and 
cheese, you’ll want to sample this tasty little entree by writer, director and 
lead actor Jeff Rector. Rector plays Richard Clarke, a businessman who 
decides to become a vampire in order to kill his cheating wife. But when 
his body is accidentally cremated, it’s five long years before his ashes are 
mistakenly mixed with blood and he reanimates to find himself in the mid- 
dle of a war between an evil vampire clan and a group of friendly vampires who want to live 
peacefully with humans. Kudos to Rector for casting Phantasm's Reggie Bannister, Billy Drago 
[Imprintj and Martin Kove {The Karate Kid) in this darkly silly littie story. 

Body Count: 41 

Best Line: “I cannot wait to dust me some bloodsuckers!” 

-ice:: ...jb bliv/s 
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Factory 2000 

Inside my sparse wallet, nestled next to my rotting emergency condom is 
my Misty Mundae Official Fanclub membership card #0001 . And like any 
Misty (who now goes by Erin Brown) fan worth his weight in hand lotion, 

I had heard rumours of a hardcore video featuring a blow job. Nearly ten 
years later, Vampire Stranglerhas finally been given a proper DVD release. 

Though the package includes loads of trailers, deleted scenes and three 
shorts - My Property (1998), Vibrahng Maid (2001) and My Date widi 
Misty {2002)- Vampire Strangler\\se\f is shitty. The sound is horrible, the storyline (she’s stran- 
gled in a tub, arrives from Transylvania, humps her cousin for three days, leaves) is asinine and 
Misty’s Romanian accent is atrocious. But hey, there is oral action.. . 

Body Count: 0 

Best line: “1 don’t have any panties on.” 
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Llonsgate 

Back in RM#48 1 reviewed a film called Zombiez, which proved to be noth- 
ing more than an annoying urbanization of a typical zombie movie. It was 
directed by Zachary Winston Snygg, who as it turns out took a swipe at 
vampires the previous year with Vampiyaz. When a robbery goes bad and 
his partner leaves him for dead, Jakeem spends eight years in prison wait- 
ing for revenge. But lo and behold that his ex-partner is now a vampire and 

wants him to help steal a sacred amulet to lift his curse. Should Jakeem 

trust him? Should you rent this movie? The answer to both questions is no, bro. Not even a 
cameo by Debbie Rochon as a hooker can save this one from the delete-bin ghetto. Word. 
Body Count 16 

Best Line: “Don't worry, nobody sucked on you... yet.” 



Last Chance Lance 
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starring Justine Bateman, Tinsel Korey 
and Cory Monteith 
Written by Arne Olsen 
Directed by Yelena Lanskaya 
Genius 

Hybrid, the latest entry 
in Genius Entertain- 
ment’s Mancaler Series - 
a collection of straight- 
to-DVD titles involving 
man-eating animaLs (spi- 
ders. tigers, sharks, griz- 
zly bears, chimpanzees 
and now wolves, for 
those keeping score at 
home) - combines just 
enough stock footage, 
lame dialogue and PG scares to be classified as an 
after-school special. 

Cory Monteith {Fined Destination i) plays 
Aaron, a security dispatcher blinded in a factory 
explosion who is recruited by a doctor (Justine 
Bateman ofTV’s Family Ties) specializing in con- 
troversial cross-species organ transplants. Coinci- 
dentally. a severely wounded wolf is brought to 
her office right around the same time, so the good 
doctor seizes this unique opportunity to give 
Aaron his sight back by performing the first suc- 
cessful wolf-to-human eye transplant (illustrated 
here by a pair of creepy, coloured contact lenses). 
From there, the movie’s press release says it best: 
“Not only can he see again, he can see in the dark. 
He also has an unusually acute sense of hearing, 
and tears into a raw steak like never before. Unfor- 
tunately, lie also tends lo growl, and to target peo- 
ple as prey.” 

Yes, not unlike The Eye, the lycan version of 
Aaron is haunted by the memories of the peepers’ 
former owner, expressed through exorbitant 
amounts of .stock footage undoubtedly procured 
from the National Film Board of Canada’s nature 
library. There’s a military man who’s hell-bent on 
destroying him and a bunch of other ridiculous 
bullshit, but what you really need to know is that 
the dog from The Littlest Hobo was scarier. 
There’s nary a drop of blood drawn, despite the 
image of a bloodthirsty savage on the box cover. 
Aaron just more or less wrestles people in a scries 
of laughable fight sequences. 

That said, it's great to sec Bateman rescued from 
the "where are they now?” file but one can’t help 
but suspect this miscarriage is all just a big fuck 
you to her CK-Fainily Ties co-star Michael J. Fox 
and brother Jason Bateman for the awe-inspiring 
success of both Teen Wolf and Teen Wolf Too. 








"Bianca Beauchamp is the HOTTEST 
French Canadian on the Planet!" 

-Summum Magazine 
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starring John Sdineider, Daryl Hannah 
and Annand Assante 
Directed by James A. Contner 
Written by Oand Rosiak and Matthew Ch^nov 

The Dukes of Hazzard meet Jaws. If you’re a 
child of the ’80s, like this writer. It’s the first 
tiling that comes to mind when you see that 
John Schneider (a.k.a. Bo Duke) is starring in 
a film called Shark Swarm. Well, car vs. shark 
fans, steel yourself for a level of disappoint- 
ment that falls somewhere between discover- 
ing the milk’s gone sour and finding out you’re 
adopted. 

For starters, there’s more gore on tile DVD 
cover than in the film. The repetitious, unimagi- 
native kills consist of poorly animated sharks approaching tiieir rictim, said 
victim thrashing around in the water and a bit of red dye rising to the sur- 
face. And why ^e these sharte swarming? Toxic wraste, of course, dumped 
In tile ocean by shiffless land developer Hamilton Lux (Armand Assante). 
Schneider stars as saft-of-tiie-earth fishwman Daniel Wilder, who refuses 
to sell his land to Lux despite hard times, and must fight to expose the 
conspiracy, save the town and protect his family. Daryl Hannah, seem- 
ingly in a drug-addled haze, co-stars as his wife. Daisy Duke she ain’t. 
Oh, and for ail you F. Murray Abraham fans out there, tiie Oscar winner 
appears as a scientist who hacks into a NASA satellite to track the shark 
swarm. 

The pioHs no silli^ than ai average Dukes episode or one of tiie later 
Jaws seqi^; really, but ft’s a lot less fun. Because Shark Swarm was made 
for the B^lmaik channel, most of the horror is neutered and a helping of 
Qiristian sentiment is added to the mix {granny’s got a cni^ on the kindly 
pastor - awww). At nearly three hours long, it’s torture. 

It didn’t have to be this way, tiiough. Why not a Dukes movie where sharks 
^ loose in Hazzard county {maybe in the ditehe^? Imagine: sharks jump- 
ing at cam, cars jumpteg at sh^, hillbillies tom ^nder by man-eaters, a 
great white-killed by a flaming arrow and a nanetor saying, “Uh-oh, loote 
like tills time tiie Duke boys bit off a littie more than they can chew.” 


Sterring Tom Wcqiat Kal W^ier 
and Elizabetti Healy 
Directed by Peter MrManus 
Wri^n by Tom Cook 


I’m not a Bugologist, nor do I hold a degree in Creepy Crawlies, however 
I’m pretty sure that if you’re making a movie about killer ants, it should be 
called The Colony, rattier tiian. . . The Hive {?!?). This bee-free Sci Fi Channel 
cheapie sees dark-haired Duke boy number two. “Luke" (Tom Wopab, co- 
starring as a p^ of Thorax, ateam of elite extermmatore called into to South 
Asia to fight a killer ant invasion. The squad is led by Len (Kal Weber), a mil- 
lionaire who inverted an effective but controversial bug killer. Tbey’re joined 
by Ciaire {Elizabeth Heal^, Len’s former girl and an opponent of Thorax’s 
aggres^e insect removal techniques. 

The twist that elevates this slightly above tiie usual Sci R Channel 
schlocKers is that an alien presence causes the different colonies of 
ants, which are normally hostile towards 
each other, to unite as a single intelligent 
organism capable of forming giant arms, a 
cage and even - oh yeah - a computer! That 
bizarre idea, the team’s spaceman-style 
suits and anti-ant laser bazookas, plus 
campy performances, including Wopat’s 
character getting all twdtchy and crazy ^er ! 
one of the bugs makes a home in his ear, hear- 
kens back to the kookiest ’50s/’60s sci-fi crea- > 
tore features. 

The Hive lacks the charm of tiiose old 
movies, though, mostly due to an onslaught of cut-rate computer 
mation. Thrili at the spectecle of villagers and our heroes running from a 
legion of slightiy ant-shaped blobs of varying scale! William Girdter must 
be rolling in his grave at the animated st^e of the killer animal movie. 
(And no, a live-action grizzled Wopat doesn’t make up for it.) 

However, if you can somehow forgive tiie lame CGI, The Hive, altiiough half 
the lengfli of Shark Swarm, has double tiie thrills of that film . Now just imag- 
ine how much better The Hive would’ve been wltti an orange Dodge Charg- 
er jumping a giant ant hill, Yeeeeee-hawl 
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•^SUMMER SCHOOL 

randomcreature^ce.com 

In a celebration of horror geek- 
dom, Summer School sees 
Charles, who runs a horror movie 
review website, stay up too late 
for a DVD marathon right before 
his first day of summer school. 
Exhausted, he slips in and out of 
sleep, each time experiencing a 
nightmare based on a particular 
horror subgenre, from satanic cults to mutant 
monsters to Nazlsploitation. On paper, this sounds 
like a crappy amateur fanboy project However, 
Summer School is a deliciously dark, paranoid 
indie creepfest. 

Each of Charles’ nightmares is a different 
writer/director collaboration, but with a common 
thread: he is pursued by some threat, mostly in the 
confines of his school. Along for the ride are his 
crush Lindsey and two friends Dennis and Steve, 
who manage to deliver comedic relief witti con- 
vincingly straight-faced performances. 

It's impressive how hie film develops Charles’ 
character through his different dreams, as well as 
the filmmaker’s knack for recreating the look and 
feel of a genuine nightmare, complete with surre- 
al twists and turns. 

Unfortunately, Summer School runs out of 
steam after the first hour as the segments eventu- 
ally become redundant. It would have worked bet- 
ter as a short film, but ite 90 minutes of entertain- 
ing honor still earns top marks. AVL 




IH THE DAHE 
niegalomaniafilms.com 
If there’s one thing we’ve learned 
from The Blair Witch Project, it’s that 
ft’s easy to grab a video camera and 
make an indie honor movie. But 
apparently it’s not that easy to make 
a scary one. 

In The Dark sells itself as a true 
story ^out a group.of t^s who 
videotape ffimselves breaking into 
an abaidoned mental facility, where they had 
woited on a school co-op program years before. 
It's Halloween night (of coume), so they decide to 
bring along a couple of giiis, some booze and 
drugs and make a film about their adventure. But 
it turns out that tiie abcuidoned facility isn't as 
abandoned as they thought it was and soon tiie 


group is being stalked fay a deformed mental 
patient who’s out for blood. The “recovered 
footage” is combined with what director Slater 
Kane claims to be actual surveillance camera 
footage. Urn, yeah. 

In the Dark is a mess of a movie, unfortu- 
nately, and tiie horrible soundtrack only hin- 
ders Ft further. It’s a real shame too, because 
the sets are fantastic and the makeup F/X 
are great; with better direction and an 
appropriately chilling score tiiis could have 
been a genuinely scary film instead of just 
..being^genuinely ridiculous. LCL 


THE KILLING LENS 
friadstudios.net 

Director J.L. Botelho’s The Killing Lens has a' 
number of problems, not the least of which is its 
premise: three film students follow ^ound a seri- 
al killer and document his exploits, slowly reveal- 
ing the mind behind the murderer. This might have 
been a novel idea once upon a time, but after Man 


Bites Dog and The Last Horror Movie it’s tough^o 
bring something fresh to the “shockument^." 

The fact that this particular one is pairtfuBy low 
budget and amateur doesn’t help, either. How 
amateur, you ask? Botelho plays a character by , 
the name of Morgan /frgento; 

Sigh... ' ^ 

The irritating performance 
are lee professional than a 
high school video project and 
the kill scenes are cheap 
(think fake blood sprayed on 
a wall from off-scfeen). 
the film still strives for reali- 
ty, claiming to be based on actual 
took place.in South Texas, and going so far as 
assure viewers that the filmmakers did not take ' .• 
part in the killings. When it comes time to reveal i', ■ 
exactly why the killer does what he does,-tiie filrn >/' 
chalte it up to - get ready for .it- child abusfeti’^---v-._ 
going to take something a lot less derivative^'ah • 
this to get under our skin. AVL , 
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box set - but wc Phans are notoriously will- 
ing to take whatever we can gel. 

Of course, I can't properly conclude this 
review without bemoaning the continued 
(and unconscionable!) North American 
unavailability of Phantasm II, which is in 
some (though not all) respects the best film 
in the series and hands-down the best of the 
sequels. Why Universal continues to hold 
onto P2 like grim death is inexplicable. 
Come on, assholes, there’s money to be 
made. 

John W. Bowen 
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LIPS OF BLOOD |10J5) 

Starring Jean-Lou Philippe, Annie Briand 

and Nathalie Perrey 

Directed by Jean Rollin 

Written by Jean Rollin and Jean-Lou Philippe 

Redemption 


i^BOUT PHRIckIn' TiMe! 


starring A. Michael Baldwin, Angus Scrimm 
and Reggie Bannister 
Written and directed by Don Coscarelli 
Anchor Bay 

Phans know it variously as The One 
Coscarelli Made When He Couldn’t Get the 
Other One Made, The One 
Where We Find Out the Tall 
Man’s Identity (Sorta), The 
One That Makes Absolutely 
No Sense if You Haven’t 
Seen the Others, and proba- 
bly a dozen or so other sobri- 
quets. Shot for a paltry 
$700,000 when funding for 
the epic Phantasm s End fell 
through for the umpteenth 
time, Oblivion is the most 
narratively ambitious film in 
the series - in fact, it’s fre- 
quently criticized for its ambiguities and 
non-linear structure - but its revelations 
and expansions on the series’ mythos have 
made it a must for Phans, and the inclusion 
of unused footage from the 1979 original 


for flashback sequences is both unique and 
highly effective. 

At the end of Phantasm III: Lord of the 
Dead, wc saw a seemingly doomed Mike 
(A. Michael Baldwin) walking off into the 
dark Mojave desert, followed by the disem- 
bodied spirit of his older brother Jody (Bill 
Thombury) - both seemingly unaware that 
their nemesis, the Tall Man (Angus 
Scrimm), has their pal Reggie (Reggie 
Bannister) cornered nearby. 
Oblivion kicks off 
moments later, and after a 
typically narrow escape, 
Reggie reluctantly decides, 
once again, to try and res- 
cue his friend - an increas- 
ingly unrewarding task. 

Until recently, ObllVion 
on DVD was a strictly 
bare-bones affair. Anchor 
Bay’s reissue features a 
fun full-length commen- 
tary from old pals 
Coscarelli. Bannister and Scrimm and 
some unnarraled behind-the-scenes 

footage. It’s hardly an embarrassment of 

riches by Anchor Bay standards, especially 
given the slew of extras in their UK-only 


The cinematic contributions of Jean 
Rollin arc perhaps best described as an 
acquired taste. The director of kinky erotic 
Eurohorror fare such as The Rape of the 
Vampire (1968), The Nude Vampire (1969) 
and Requiem for a Vampire (1971) has 
often been criticized for placing emphasis 
on his visual tableau to the exclusion of 
such things as, say, dialogue or narrative. 
Fortunately, Rollin’s mid-’70s offering 
Lips of Blood, known as Levres de sang in 
France, contains both striking, beautifully 
shot dream-like visuals as well as a plot 
(sort of). 

Frederick (Jean-Lou 
Philippe), a man with 
very little memory of 
his childhood, is 
attending a party when 
he’s attracted to an 
advertising poster fea- 
turing the ruins of an 
ancient chateau. The 
image awakens a 
memory of an event 
twenty years earlier when, as a twelve- 
year-old boy, he had a strange, nocturnal 
encounter with a beautiful young girl clad 
in white at the aforementioned castle. 
Determined to unlock the mystery of this 
childhood recollection, Frederick sets out 
to find the decaying edifice. While doing 
so, he accidentally unleashes four gorgeous 
and scantily clad members of the undead, 
who roam the streets of Paris, their fangs 
bared and diaphanous gowns blowing in 
the wind. 

As with most entries from Rollin, the J 
film moves at an appallingly slow pace-;, ||| 
with the showcase on nudity and softco^^^a 
sex. Light on gore and special effects 
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-^ishly shot and thick with gothic atmos- 
the film features several striking and 
-creepy sequences that make good use of the 
almost surreal settings. Scenes that’ll stick 
with you include shrouded bodies of the 
undead eerily brought into underground eat- 
acombs, a horde of female vampires drag- 
ging a nude, bound and chained victim to 
their lair and a lone, occupied coffin sitting 
on an empty beach, ready to be swept out to 
sea. 

Presented in its original French language, 
the film features English subtitles and 
bonuses, including a commentary from 
Rollin, cast interviews and a poster and 
stills gallery. A mix of art house and horror, 
Lips of Blood may disappoint fans of con- 
ventional vampire outings, but those with 
more eclectic taste may find it a refreshing 
change of pace. 

James Burrell 
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THE BEHSTIN SPACE |1380| 

Starring Sirpa Lane, Vassili Karls 
and Lucio Rosato 

Written and directed by Alfonso Brescia 
Severin/Ryko 


Sweet merciful mother of crap, where to 
start? Was the “original” even halfway as 
deliriously fucked as this sequel? Is the line 
“A glass of Uranus milk, please” 
actually funnier in Italian? Will 
these characters eventually stop 
drinking, brawling and fucking 
long enough to embark on their 
all-important space mission? Why 
all this soft focus in an alleged sci- 
fi/horror film? Am 1 going to stop 
asking questions and get on with 
the review? Maybe I should, but 
heed my warning. Gentle Reader: 
satisfactory answers are few and 
far between, 

To the best of my knowledge (i.e. what 
The Gore-Met told me before the bouncers 
ejected him). The Beast in Heat (1975) was 
a softcore bodicc-ripper/horror hybrid set in 
18th-century rural France, directed by Pol- 
ish art-housc-auteur-tumed-pom-purveyor 
Walerian Borowezyk. The film’s pivotal 
sequence involved a woman (Finnish starlet 


Ups of Blood: Young women, fake blood and sheer dresses - classic Jean Rollin. 


Sirpa Lane) being raped in the woods by 
some variety of hairy-assed half-man, half- 
goat-god critter. (No, not Ron Jeremy.) 

This 1980 “sequel” by writer/director 
Alfonso Brescia transforms Lane into Lieu- 
tenant Sondra Richardson, a monstrously 
oversexed spaceship crew member dis- 
patched to some obscure planet in search of 
a precious metal called Antalium. In 
between rogerings, Sondra finds herself 
plagued by nightmares about - or perhaps 
actual memories of - being raped by... 
something, as evidenced by footage from 
the previous film, thereby (sorta) legitimiz- 
ing this whole mess. Upon landing, Sondra 
and her fellow space jockeys arc initially 
terrorized by a giant robot, 
but soon they’re spelunking 
around seemingly endless 
tunnels, eventually taking 
time out to watch two horses 
fucking. The women sud- 
denly grow homy while the 
men simply become increas- 
ingly irritable and distracted 
(sort of the reverse ambi- 
ence of any given strip 
club). Eventually they find 
themselves roaming the corridors of a mys- 
terious castle and a bunch more nonsensical 
shit happens, and then there’s an orgy and 
explosions. Well, I warned you, didn’t I? 

In an accompanying featurettc, co-star 
Venantino Venantini fails to shed much light 
on any of the foregoing, and appears bliss- 
fully unaware of how bad the film actually 
is. 


Given my passion for pure, unadulterated 
schlock, and given that The Beast in Space 
resembles nothing so much as the retarded 
bastard offspring of The Green Slime and 
Galaxy of Terror subsequently raised in an 
abusive foster home by Flesh Gordon and 
Russ Meyer, how could it not enthrall me? I 
dunno, but it didn’t. Does this review even 
make any sense? Probably not. Sorry. I need 
to lie down now. 

John W. Bowen 

HOSCR HORROR HyiNKS 

IBINGS |I983| 

starring Barry J. Gillis, Doug Bunston 

and Amber Lynn 

Directed by Andrew Jordan 

Written by Barry J. Gillis and Andrew Jordan 

Independent 

Shot on 8mm in the Toronto suburbs in 
the late 1980&, Things is a wonder to behold 
- a tasteless, obnoxious homemade horror 
that’s stupefying in its technical ineptitude. 
Just as disagreeable as recent “worst film 
ever” contenders Troll 2 and Manos: The 
Hands of Fate, Barry J. Gillis and Andrew 
Jordan’s Things revels in the same mystify- 
ing, surreal aura of those more famous 
films, making it ripe for rediscovery on this 
long-awaited DVD release. 

The film, which somehow received a 
legitimate straight-to-video release back in 
the day, is frustratingly uneventful. Mullet- 
sporting brothers Doug (Doug Bunston) and 
Don (Gillis) are polishing off a two-four 
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Things: Ant monsters are apparently a normal part of pregnancy in tfj/s late '80s schlocker. 


with their buddy Fred (Bruce Roach) at 
their cabin in the woods. While checking in 
on his pregnant wife (Patricia Sadler) in the 
next room, Doug notices a parade of crum- 
my-looking ant creatures marching from her 
ruptured belly down into the basement. Rel- 
atively untroubled by this development, 
Doug grabs a few more beers for the boys 
and wonders if this might be the work of 
artificial impreg- 
nator Dr. Lucas 
(Jan W. Pachul). 
Eventually, after a 
fuse blows, Doug 
and Don decide 
they may as well 
kill off a few of 
the creatures. 

By the time the 
evil Dr. Lucas 
shows up, all 
credibility and logic 
have been stretched beyond the breaking 
point. Fred has magically disappeared and 
is never mentioned again, Don is killed and 
comes back to life, someone vomits 

onscreen, and pom star Amber Lynn makes 

her top-billed cameo as the world’s least 
believable newscaster. 

Channelling the spirit of Andy Milligan 
by way of Wayne and Garth, Things is a 


headache-inducing experience made worse 
by the most amateurish production values 
this side of a junior high English project. Its 
poorly synced sound is rough and frequent- 
ly distorted, it’s harshly lit in blues and reds 
and the story seems stuck in neutral, as the 
protagonists watch TV, talk about Satanism 
and philosophy - and pass gas. Yet, like all 
good “outsider art,’’ the film is fascinating 
(and often hilarious) in its complete naivete 
towards the rules of filmmaking and the 
expectations of an audience. Bizarrely bad 
in all the right ways, Things is a cult film 
that has yet to find its cult. 

Paul Corupe 

HOT TODDie RCQUIrGD 

KILLER'S MOOR 119711 

Starring Anthony Forrest. Tom Marshall 
and Georgina Kean 

Written and directed by Alan Birkinshaw 
Redemption 

Contrary to Redemption’s ad copy, 
Kilter's Moon is not Britain’s answer to I 
Spit on Your Grave. It’s neither sleazier, nor 
as gory, nor better acted, but it is uniquely 
dubious for pitting a quartet of escaped 
killers/rapists on an extended LSD trip 
against uniformed choir girls spending the 


night in a renovated baronial mansion 
because their bus conked out. Former nudie 
director Alan Birkinshaw has female char-' 
acters repeatedly dismissing rape (of which 
there are several on- and off-screen) like a 
poke in the eye that’s solvable by a cuppa 
coffee or “never speaking of it again.’’ Poof! 
Anguish undone! 

Now, Birkinshaw is just a maker of what- 
ever exploitation fodder is in vogue, and 
Killer's Moon is fondly remembered by a 
coterie of fans because it evolved into leg- 
endary forbidden fruit (although it was 
never an official video nasty). 

The premise of four baked killers/rapists 
believing they’re simply fulfilling the fan- 
tasies encouraged by their shrink is gen- 
uinely frightening (and could work in a 
modem remake). But clumsy and contrived 
character threads and laughable dialogue 
(tweaked by Birkin- 
shaw’s sister Fay Wel- 
don!) torpedo the 
movie - except when 
nighties are tom 
apart, briefly trans- 
forming the film into 
something appropri- 
ately icky. (Because 
that’s what a margin- 
al nasty is supposed 
to be.) 

Redemption managed to find a surprising- 
ly clean and uncut print, and the DVD 
includes a solid director commentary track, 
plus separate interviews with Birkinshaw 
and actor Joanne Good. 

Stiff, theatrical acting, a tiny indoor 
campfire set, killers dressed like sous chefs, 
a theme song, and murders blessed with a 
bit of that special Herschell Gordon Lewis 
charm are positives. But when characters 
collectively have less I.Q. than a brave 
three-legged Doberman named Hannah 
(“Poor dog... Thank you, dog, for saving 
us!’’), you either have to warm to the film’s 
wonky style or have a hot toddie to reign in 
some of the shouting you’re liable to hurl at 
the TV. 

Mark R. Hasan 
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TIE DlOMMy |1332| 

Starring Boris Karloff, Zita Johann 
and David Manners 
Directed by Karl Freund 
Written by John L. Balderston, 

Nina Wilcox Putnam and Richard Schayer 
Universal 


It’s an iconic momcnl in horror movie his- 
tory: Boris “The Uncanny" Karloffs desic- 
cated visage, eyes opening ever so 
slowly, camera panning down to show 
the resurrected Egyptian high priest Im- 
Ho-Tep*s bandage-swathed arms free- 
ing themselves from centuries of immo- 
bility. It must have lenificd audiences 
upon its release. 

The film is The Mummy. The year was 
1932. and America was in the grips of 
the Great Depression. TTianks to Uni- 
versal Studios head Carl Laemmie Jr., 
an admirer of the macabre as well as money, 
some of the studio’s greatest successes were 
of a “weird" nature: Dracula, Frankenstein. 
The Old Dark House and The Mummy among 
them. Each was profitable, with The Mummy 
benefitting from public interest in Egyptian 
history sparked by the 1922 discovery of 
Tutankhamun’s tomb - and the alleged curse 
said to be striking down members of the dis- 
covering party. 

The Mummy details Im-Ho-Tep’s attempts 
to resurrect his dead love, reincarnated in the 
form of socialite Helen Grosvenor {Zita 
Johann). Helen is strangely attracted to Im- 
Ho-Tep, who has been passing himself off as 
Ardeth Bay, an antiquities expert who leads 
British explorers to the tomb of Anck-es-cn- 
Amon. Though they have just met, she feels 
as if she knows him, and Im-Ho-Tep shows 
her how. 3700 years ago, he sacrificed his life 
in an attempt to bring her back from the dead 
using a spell from the Scroll of Thoth - the 
same spell which the goddess Isis used to res- 
urrect her brother/husband Osiris. For his 
crimes, he was buried alive without the spells 
that would guide him tlirough the under- 
world, hence his living death. Standing in Im- 
Ho-Tep’s way, however, are Frank Whemplc 
(David Manners), the young explorer who 
has fallen in love with Helen, and Dr. Muller 
(Edward Van Sloan), an occult expert who 
discovers Ardeth Bay’s real identity. 


Boris Karloff defined the look of Im-Ho-Tep in the original Mummy movie. 


Karloff had become a star the previous year 
playing the monster in Frankenstein. For The 
Mummy, he was reunited with that film’s 
makeup artist. Jack Pierce, who spent some 
eight hours applying cotton, spirit gum, collo- 
dion and fuller’s earth to the actor for the 
film’s opening scene (described above). The 
director was Karl Freund, the cinematograph- 
er for Dracula and Murders in the Rue 
Morgue, and a German cx-pat who had 
worked with fellow countrymen F.W. Murnau 
and Fritz Lang. KarloIF s co-star. Johann, was 
a New York theatre star whose then-husband. 
Mercury Theatre co-founder John Houseman, 
had encouraged his wife’s move to Holly- 
wood. Her intense dislike of Freund (the feel- 
ing was mutual) has become the stuff of leg- 
end. 

Screenwriter John Balderston. reworking a 
story by Nina Wilcox Putnam and Richard 
Schayer about infamous I8th-cenlury forger 
and occultist Count Alessandro di Cagliostro, 
essentially took the script for his successful 
Dracula stage play and overlaid the Egyptian 
angle. The resulting film shares many simi- 
larities with Dracula, including a sympathet- 
ic undead protagonist in search of love who is 
pursued by an authority on the occult, and a 
young man protecting his lover from the 
monster. Even some Dracula sets and decora- 
tions were recycled, as were stars Manners 
and Van Sloan, an example of what author 


David J. Skal. in his cultural history of hor- 
ror. The Monster Show, calls the studio sys- 
tem’s “creative conserv'aiism.’’ 

Further evidence of that creative conser- 
vatism was demonstrated by Universal’s 
profitable but increasingly lacklustre 
sequels in the ’40s (most of which 
eschewed Jack Pierce’s skills in favour of a 
mask) and the series’ nadir, 1955’s Abbott 
and Costello Meet the Mummy. Im-Ho-Tcp 
lived once more with !999’s big-budget 
remake, which replaced hoiTor with action 
and relied on CGI to thrill audiences, while 
the latest sequel. The Mummy: Tomb of the 
Dragon Emperor, released this past August, 
moved the action to China. 

Like Im-Ho-Tcp himself. The Mummy 
has been well-preserved, with Universal’s 
new two-disc special edition capitalizing 
on this latest incarnation. New extras not 
found on previous editions include a tribute 
to Pierce (He Who Made Mon.sters). a self- 
congratulatory documentary on Universal’s 
monster legacy (Universal Horror) and a 
commentary track featuring makeup legend 
Rick Baker (An .American Werewolfin Lon- 
don, The Wolf Man) who. interestingly, 
admires Pierce but is rather cool to the 
Mummy as a monster. Regardless, The 
Mummy, like Im-Ho-Tep. has stood the test 
of time. 

Sean Plummer 


54 HUE MORGUE 




■"<,TUDIO^ - 


HIGH QUALITr MAS^iS & PROPS 


PHONE/FAX: (734) 946 -0667 

email: fearscapestudios@yahoD.com 

www.fearscapestudias.com 




^ Not For Under 8 
Wimps Not Allowed 


im 


MAXIMUM VIOLENCt>^.^ ; I 

lY SUNSHINE, A PORN-SNUFF STAR "'-.f ^'''W 


JOHNNY SUNSHINE, A PORN-SNUFF STAR 
AND KILLER FOR HIRE, BECOMES A VICTIM OF 
HER OWN SUCCESS. A SECRET PLOT IS HATCHED'^ 
TO ORCHESTRATE HER DOWNFALL AND 
CAPTURE IT ALL ON CAMERA TO CREATE THE 

GREATEST SNUFF FILM EVER MADE. 


WWU 


Hastings 


1)I4M£. HlMS.com 


SI Ad 1S1 


amazoncom 


terror Trail Trek 
I Howling Hayride 
I Murder Motel 
I Haunted Barn 
I Black Cavern 


Open October weekends check our website for dates and times 

S HauntedAdventure.ca 

Tfis coupon is val'cl (lie first two wsekends o( October 
ONLY! ($2 oil per person, 2 guests pet co jpon). 

Not vaM m conjunctioa with any other offer. 





T his isthe^rsttime I've dedicated a column 
to a non-horror film, and it won’t be the 
last I don’t plan on doing it often, but only 
a complete ass-head would deny that scores of 
films outside the genre have been hugely influential 
on horror - think Taxi Driver, Straw Dogs, Dirty 
Harry, Touch of Evil, '40s and ’50s noir, Hitchcock 
and Lynch. River's Edge {1 987), on the other hand, • 
is a pitch-black drama that has ciealy been influ- 
enced by horror, rather than the other way around, 
so am I going out on a limb here? Fuck no, because 
its one long, unflinching gaze into the abyss fliat I 
truly believe every serious horror fen needs to 
experience. 

River's Edge is based on a 1981 murder case in 
Milpitas, California, in which sixteen-year-old 
^thony Jaques Broussard, raped and killed his 
fourteen-year-old girlfriend, then bragged about it 
at school and led several expeditions of friends (at 
least thirteen by most accmjnts) to the murder site 
- to gawk at the body. The case briefly gained wide- 
spread notoriety, not because of the heinousness of 
the murder itself, but because it went unreported 
by muftiple witnesses for several days. 

The opening image of River's Edge is both an-est- 
ing and portentous: standing on a bridge, cold-eyed 
twelve-year-old Tim (Near Darks Joshua Miller, in 
one of the greatest evil child performances ever) 
holds his little sister’s doll-aloft, briefly savouring 
the moment before dropping it into the murky river 
below. His attention is suddenly drawn by a barely 
human half-whoop, half-scream from farther down 
the river; peering into the distance, he sees his 
older brother’s-friend John (Daniel Roebuck) sitting 
on the riverbank next to his girlfriend’s nude 
corpse. Hulking, sociopathic John casually tells his 
friends at school about the murder, seemingly 
interested in their reactions because he himself 
isn’t quite sure how he feels. The only conspicu- 
ously emotional response comes from Layne 
(Crispin Glover), who passionately swears everyone 
to secret and formulates a half-assed plan to hide 
John and eventtially spirit him out of town. Layne is 
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far from the strongest or smartest member, of this 
group, and yet he appears to have become the de 
facto front man simply because he’s the most out- 
wardly deranged, and hence ttie kids foliow his 
lead, however wrong-headed. It may not be a 
good plan, but no one seems capable of coming 
up with anyfliing else. The adults in these kids’ 
lives - parents, cops and a sanctimonious hippie 
English teacher - are of no use whatsoever, the 
sole exception being reclusive, delusional ex-biker 
Feck (Dennis Hopper in a turn almost as bonkers 
as his Blue Velvet character), and that’s only 
because he gives the kids free weed and a place 
to hide John. 

Names have been changed, some characters 
appear to be entirely fictitious and the ending 
stra^ from the facts of the case, but River's Edge 
obviously wasn't intended to be an auttientic true 
crime film so much as a meditation on ttie general 
banality of evil. Many critics at the time labelled it 
“Rebel Without a Cause for the ’SOs,” but its roots 
are sunk much, much deeper in Lord of the Flies. 
TTie kids, with the notable exception of malignant 
moppet Tim, aren’t truly evil per se, they’re just in a 
kind of moral coma. And make no mistake, this is 
by no means your typical what’s-wrong-with- 
these-kids-today fearmongering. Director Tim 
Hunter and waiter Neal Jimenez instead present us 
with teenagers who aren't necessarily any worse 


than the adute who surround them, but their 
immaturity and inexperience simply make them 
more disaster-prone when faced with an ethical 
dilemma. 

Of course, all of the above wouldn’t add up to a 
hill of fava beans and a nice qhianti (sluuuuuurp) 
without serious talent on both sides of the lens, and 
in that respect River’s Edge is practically an embar- 
rassment of riches. As Matt (the sole member of the 
group with a shred of conscience), then-unknown, 
Keanu Reeves turns in a performance that reminds 
us he actually can act up a storm on the odd occa- 
sion when just the right role falls within his minis- 
cule range. In her feature debut, lone Sl^e is 
superb as nubile seductress Clarissa, a girl with a 
kind heart but no resolve. Could twitchy, hysterical 
Layne be Crispin Glover’s most unhinged perfor- 
mance to date? Possibly. (Well, ttiere was (^usin 
Deli in Wild at Heart but that barely lasted a 
minute.) 

With its relentlessly moitid tone and complete 
lack of sentimentality or dramatic redemption, 
River’s Edge_ stands apart from otiier youth crime 
films of its vintage. Unforfrinately, this bleak, spo- 
radically violent and often mordantly funny cau- 
tionary tale remains available only on a bare- 
bones DVD from MGM, and that’s a crime. Now 
get the hell out of my basement, and speak to no 
one of what you’ve seen here. ^ 



Darker Edge Howeli, NJ 
Edge of the Circle Seattle, WA 
Fantasy Newport News, VA 
Free Radicals Albuquerque, NM 
Ipso Facto Fullerton, CA 
Kommissar's Lounge Weed. CA 
Roadkill 13 New Orleans, LA 
Shaddow Domain Idaho Falls, ID 
Voodoo Museum New Orleans, LA. 
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■ o one is safe.” The long-time slogan 
Hbl of Robert Kirkman 's The Walking 
Dead came home with lethal force in 
* ^ March of this year, when issue #48 hit 
the stands and officially wrapped up the 
prison arc of the wildly popular book — by 
levelling the place and almost everyone in it. 
good or bad. 

The staggering conclusion to the already 
ultra-violent storyline - which had been 
escalating in its intensity since Michonne’s 
infamous revenge sequence in issue #33 (the 
first-ever WD issue to get a second printing) 
saw Kirkman audaciously kill off almost 
every cast member with a brevity and effi- 
ciency that seemed tragic, yes, but right. As 
the ever-candid writer commented in the let- 
ters column for issue #49. his cast-culling 
“probably didn’t live up to what [most read- 
ers] wanted.. .but most deaths wouldn't in 
real life. Not many people really get to go out 
in a grand style.” 

It’s a terrific point. There's been something 
of the Guignol lurking in the sidelines of this 
series since the beginning, but Kirkman and 
pencillcrs Tony Moore (issues #1-6) and 
Charlie Adlard have always managed the 
apocalyptic scenario with aplomb. This is 
precisely why the rarer-than-you'd-think 
encroachment of explosive 
violence always feels larg- 
er than life, yet never dis- 
proportionate. 

Consider issues #33, 
#46 and #48 alone. Hot 
topics: sadistic torture 
perpetrated by one of the 
"good guys,” the death by 
_ public beheading of 

arguably the second-most 
important cast member, the prison massacre 
and specifically the collateral passing of an 
infant. These comics shock but do not out- 
rage. Oftentimes, Kirkman's book is quite 
moving, and the conclusion of #48 left me 
absolutely speechless. (Not surprisingly, the 
death of baby Judith was particularly affect- 
ing; it’s a zombie apocalypse, but truly a 
human tragedy.) “Proper” literature might 




have had the big bad Governor of 
Woodbury suffer a second round of 
grisly torture, but the absolute 
ambivalence surrounding his eventual 
demise feels credible precisely 
because it is such a non-event. Pre- 
cisely because, as Kirkman stated, it’s 
devoid of “grand style.” Which is a 
style all its own. 

I read The Walking Dead in collect- 
ed editions, and very reluctantly 
picked up the single issues of #49 and 
#50. Reluctantly. I’ll qualify, because 
Kirkman’s sense of serial pacing is 
practically non parcil, and ifs some- 
how easier to wait for follow-ups 
every six months rather than every 30 
days. 

Before reading those two issues, 
though, I gave some thought to the 
state of the series, and couldn’t help 
but wonder if Kirkman had written 
himself into a bit of a comer. Because 
the notable survivors of the first four 
years of The Walking Dead are . . . Rick 
Grimes, the book’s hero since issue 
# 1 , and his young son. Carl. 

Fans will likely choose to believe that 
issue #49’s recap says more in what it 
doesn’t point out than in what it docs, since 
four characters arc not mentioned (Michonne, 
Andrea. Dale and Sophia). My own concern 
is that having the main character continually 
survive has placed a longevity on his shoul- 
ders that is nothing short of inevitable. 

Of course, only Kirkman knows his own 
plans. No one is safe, he promised from prac- 
tically the beginning. WD has always had a 
touch of Chekhovian slicc-of-life to it. by 
which I mean it could really start and end 
anywhere within the apocalypse because it’s 
really just the story of (attempted) suiv'ival. 
Whether Kirkman has unwittingly made 
Rick an albatross remains to be seen. But I'll 
give the man this much: if anyone has the 
guts to kill a protagonist this resilient and 
still let the story lurch forward, it’s him. A 
smart writer would have capped it at the 
notc-pcrfcct final page of issue #48. with 


everything having fallen apart and our hero 
back at square one (except substantially 
worse off). 

Good thing for us that Kirkman’s pretty 
much a genius, then. Because what happens 
by the end of issue #50 reminds readers that 
for every bit of Chekhov present in Kirk- 
man’s drama, there's Dickens in his charac- 
ters. Lurking in the background for 48 issues, 
seven-year-old Carl just became the charac- 
ter find of 2008. Who saw that coming? And 
that’s reason enough to read the book in the 
first place. 

Kirkman has long stated that he'll write the 
book for as long as enough people want to 
buy it. Seeing as #50 was the biggest indi- 
vidual seller to date, surpassed only by pre- 
orders for #51, then #52, it looks like there 
will be dead people walking for some time to 
come. $; 
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REVIEWS BY GARY BUTLER, ] 

ERIC GRANT AND MARK MOYES 



“I felt like Stephen King." says Eric Bain, 
the protagonist in Feels Like Stephen King. 
Bain is a writer whose 
horror novel. The Dying 
Game, has been accepted 
by a publishing imprint 
with the portentous name 
Dark Monster. Before he 
has even signed the con- 
tract, his world warps 
before his very eyes; 
soon, Bain’s publisher 
arrives and becomes a 
player in a twisted, cruel 
reality sprung from the 
very pages of the book 
itself If the fiction- 
becomcs-fact stuff feels a little obvious, 
and if the stmggling writer bit feels a little 
meta, well, it’s because they both are. 
Clearly, this comic’s author. Steven 
Deighan. has “been there." and clearly, he’s 
got a few bones to pick. Sure, those bones 
are common enough, but damn if Deighan 
didn’t find just a scrap of meat or two. The 
grey-tone art in this self-published one- 
shot is facile - though the judicious 
deployment of colour on one single page is 
actually a showstopper - and the story 
proper is been-there done-that. Still, Feels- 
Like... accomplishes what King himself 
does best: it places a credible “hero” in an 
un-crediblc situation and. in 
the long run, makes for a 
compelling enough read. Indie 
and amateur to the core, yet 
this reviewer could not put it 
down. GB 

The latest work by twisted 
cartoonist Thomas Ott (sec 
RM#56). The Number 73304- 
23-4153-6-96-8. is easily the 


Swiss scratchboard artist’s most accessible 
story, and maybe his best. Ever the student 
of Kalka, Ott wears his predilection for 
whimsical fate and fate’s debatably black 
sense of humour like a badge of honour. 
Mis dense sense of caprice and plotting 
have never been in fuller force than in this 
tale of an electric-chair operator who finds 
a fifteen-character tickertape on the floor, 
fallen from the hand of his latest 
executed prisoner. Where that 
man got the number is never 
is beyond the 
point — because where the story 
takes the workaday protagonist is 
the real concern. Though intelli- 
gent readers can guess its ending 
long before the book concludes, 
more than half the fun is watch- 
ing this man’s world unravel, fit- 
tingly yet for no apparent reason. 
Perhaps the story’s greatest 
strength is the palpable noir 
atmosphere invoked by Ott’s 
etchings: his weary world is populated by 
weary people whose wrinkled faces and 
fingers always look like they’re on the 
verge of falling off. And in no small sense, 
they do. GB 

In the Prohibition-era tough 
times of Smuggling Spirit.‘<, plucky 
orphan Nathan sees face-eating 
spider creatures and giant crab- 
clawed gorillas around every cor- 
ner, where his partner, world- 
weary bootlegger Al, can only see 
hobos and G-men. No free swig 
of moonshine if you 
can guess which one is right. 
Spirits was originally serial- 
ized online in 2007, and the 
second of two paperback vol- 
umes hit store shelves this 
summer. While Mike Hender- 
son’s rain and drapery art 
effects appear to ape Sin City- 
era Frank Miller, his creature 
designs arc varied and jazzy. 
Ben Fisher’s straightforward 







story melds many standard dark fantasy and 
gangster tropes into a tale of action that’s 
not meant to be savoured so much as gulped 
down like a shot of white lightning. More 
info at amfarosiapublishing.com. EG 

With a little cultural license. 

Mexico’s Dia de los Muertos 
is fertile ground for horror. 
The Revenant milks the holi- 
day’s potential when the ghost 
of a murdered gang member 
returns to settle old scores. 
Cinematic in its telling, the 
book is at its heart a gorefest 
(the aquarium kill in particular 
is a gruesome treat), but with 
its whodunnit trail of clues it owes almost as 
much to Detective Comics and Dick Tracy 
as it does to Nightmare on Elm Street. 
Bright colours invoke the festival’s essence, 
and Mat Santolouco’s art, though some- 
times cartoony, manages to keep things 
dark. Downsides? It starts slow and Freddy 
Krueger did the punny dialogue better. But 
the multiple twists will keep you guessing at 
the killer's identity and make for a fun ride. 
M.M 


A 20IVBE .MCVBL BV 2.A. 

“Shamblers, sprinters, 
and a generous helping of 
guts, brains, and heart...” 

— O.U Snell, author of Roses of Blood on 
Barbwire Vines 

AVAILABLE AT PERMUTED PRES3 C0M. 
AMAZON.COM, BN COM, MOST OHI.OIE BOOK 
STORES, OR ASK YOUR LOCAL BOOKSELLER 

http;//www .permutedpress.com 
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Masters of horror 


ilLhetiemjiiistrates a perverse genius for 
:ifio«iig UB a Hell the likes of which few 
'•padgip have ever seen.” 
li^Hgirorjiieacier on Home Infernal 


Ne w Age of terror 


:"Pelif}rahSLeBlanc’S:prose is smooth, 
fguici^ancl-as darkly beautiful as the 
: md|i|ght hayotii ” 

•isBrain Sfi^ker; -Award-winning author 

;.Sria:i3Ceeiie ; . 
f^AveSfaMMn O'ctoherJ 


New Face of Fear 


■:!!A sti^ehse-thfiller, -pain-filled page 
::t|irnfir’ that will; surprise you right to the 
-•ihd.'Shoniinathit for best horror novel 

Hiif thayeaE'’ 

rfirHoiror World 


Award-winning Talents 


i- ri;-' .aa: aa. --n- 

iiRigt eiiprp|i;aiii|:kut|}pr ii-terviewsjat www.dorchesterpub.com! 

’ L^ure •Hooks is a division of Dorchester Publishing. 
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Decodin<^ Dracula • Daily dread • inner-Body horror 


rhcBedside,*- 
Bathtub & 
Armchair # 
Companion 

Drac; ' 

% 




The Bedside, Bathtub e 
Armchair companion 
to Dracula 
Mark Dawidziak 

Continuum 

So many books have been written about 
Dracula - analytical academic tomes, pithy 
trivia lists, coffee tabic beauties that my 
shelves groan under their weight. So why 
would anyone need yet another one detailing 
Bram Stoker’s life, novel, all the stage, film 
and television adaptations, the legacy of the 
Count from Aurora models to cereal boxes? 
In the case of Mark Dawidziak's latest, it’s so 
you don’t have to read all the rest. 

Calling any guide that can be lifted with 
one hand "essential” is risky, yet Dawidziak’s 
companion to the Count does cover all the 
basics, and a bit more. The TV critic starts by 
recalling his own introduction to the vampire 
king {Abbott and Costello Meet Franken- 
stein) then goes on, rather unnecessarily, to 
list the reasons why the study of this story still 
matters. From there, bite-sized chapters offer 
backgi'ound on Stoker himself, the myth of 
Vlad as Drac (not! ). Varney and Carmilla and 
other vamp lit entries, etc. He also digs into 
the novel itself, its characters, context and 
concepts, before moving swiftly into its 20th- 
century descendants, right up to Bu§y and 
Van Helsing. 

Okay, so you know all of that already. But 
Dawidziak also offers myth-busting: which 


trademark Dracula quotes don’t actually 
come from Stoker’s original novel, which oft- 
cited cultural studies have been debunked, 
why porphyria has nothing to do with any- 
thing, what adaptations take the most liberties 
with the source, etc. And rather than shame- 
lessly regurgitate the work of Dracula experts 
such as Elizabeth Miller and David J. Skal, he 
invites them to comment and gives gracious 
credit where it’s due. Prose-wise, his writing 
style is fiin without resorting to bad puns. 
Essential bits include handy lists o[ Draciila’s 
publishing history and Dracula-themed 
records, a sidebar on the "lost” chapter 
“Dracula’s Gucsf ’ and excerpts from an inter- 
view with Christopher Lee. There’s even a 
crossword puzzle at the end to see if you’ve 
been paying attention. 

While this guide carmot single-handedly 
replace 100 years of Dracula studies, by 
skimming the most interesting bits from dif- 
ferent areas it makes it a fine book to have if 
you're just starting to sink your teeth into the 
subject. 

Liisa Ladouccur 

A rear of fear 
Bryan Senn 

McFarland 

Three hundred and sixty-six horror films, 
and Phantasm isn’t one of them. House on 
Skull Mountain. Drums o ' Voodoo and The 
Yesterday Machine are present, but no 


PhantasmlM Wait, Tin kind of getting 
ahead of myself. 

Genre journalist Bryan Semi’s new book 
of fright flick essays is truly a novel con- 
cept: one for each day of the year, with the 
reasoning behind the choices ranging from 
the obvious to the obscure. 

Friday the 13th, Unde Sam. Halloween 
and Santa Claus Conquers the Martians 
can be found in the expected places, while 
others are included to mark the births or 
deaths of their sundry stars and directors. 
But many do seem a bit of a stretch at first 
glance. Luckily, Senn easily justifies his 
choices with some truly fascinating trivia 
bombs. 

Exactly what has Child's Play got to do 
with New Year’s Eve? Nothing, except that 
on December 31, 1996, the US Consumer 
Product Safety Commission ordered Mattel 
to put warning labels on Cabbage Patch 
Dolls with "chewing action,” following 
reports of youngsters’ fingers and hair get- 
ting nastily noshed by the inexplicably pop- 
ular, creepy-ass playthings. What's the con- 
nection between April 23 (the death of 
William Shakespeare) and the delirious 
schlockfest The Killer Shrewsl Oh, wait, I 
get it. March 20, designated the Great 
American Mcatout, during which con- 
sumers are urged, largely in vain, to swear 
off dead fiesh for at least one day, is dedi- 
cated to Lucio Fulci’s Zombie. The original 
King Kong is feted on May 1 , the day the 
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Jessa Sobczuk 


John Everson 

Leisure 

While probing a string of sui- 
cides in the coastal town of Ter- 
rel, journalist Joe Kieran uncov- 
ers a horrible secret and a 
demon with an insatiable taste 
for teenagers. Covenant - now 
available as a mass-market paperback - won 
Everson a Bram Stoker Award back in 2004, and 
after reading it, you’ll agree tfiat this tight, grip- 
ping story was definitely worthy of the distinction. 

Last Chance Lance 


Jeffrey Thomas 

Famous for his off-kilter nov- 

els fraught with wildly weird ^ ' 

creatures and astoundingly 

complex settings, Thomas' lat- ||||||L ^ 

est collection of novellas, short 

stories and poems features ^ — 

everything from parasitic insects who delight in 

photographing soldiers raping female prisoners 

to distant planets where plastic surgeons are 

forced to work on abhorrent alien monstrosities. 

Whatever your taste in horror fiction, Thomas has 

something here to please your palate. 

Last Chance Lance 


i-'iAV'. S'.iv 'jTiEP 

FranFriei 

Apex JH'S 

More disturbing than horrific, 
this debut collection of fourteen J- 

shorts from Stoker Award final- ' j 

ist Fran Friel leaves something fUNfUE ‘ 

to be desired. Although teeming : 

with depraved cannibals and pedophiliac priests, 
Friel’s plotlines are too contrived and far-fetched 
to truly terrify. The stories also frequently tele- 
graph their influences, boasting key elements 
that have already been done better by other 
authors. 




Empire State Building was completed in 
1930, and the way-cool Death Race 2000 
pops Lip on November 28, dale of the first 
known auto race in 1895. Can 1, or anyone, 
be blamed for not knowing that March 23. 
1989 was Near Miss Day. in which a big- 
ass asteroid came within 500,000 miles of 
Earth? Probably not, but this apparently 
warrants the inclusion of l^'heii Worlds Col- 
lide. And on it goes. 

Senn is an enteilaining writer who knows 
his horror film.s, but his inclusion of dozens 
of deservedly obscure titles from the 1940s. 
"50s and "60s is often baffling, especially 
when he flat-out admits that many are 
unspeakably lame. This valuable space 
could easily have been devoted to, oh, I 
dunno, maybe Phanta.sm or something. I’ll 
not deny that A Year of Fear is a highly 
enjoyable read, but honestly, there must be 
some day dedicated to undertakers, orphans 
or the biiih of the Ilcmicuda. Failing that, 
my birthday is September 14, and rest 
assured that my interest in this year's selec- 
tion - Hercules Against the Moon Men - 
can scarcely be measured with a micro- 
scope. Maybe next year, Bryan? 

John W. Bowen 


parasite eve 
by Hideaki Sena 

Vertical, Inc. 

Here’s a tip for readers who grow impa- 
tient waiting for Parasite Eve's horror to 
kick in: it already has. it’s just hiding from 
you. Indeed, author Hideaki Sena hints at the 
shadowy side of workaday white-lab-coal 
research so effectively that when large-scale, 
gibbering horror eventually rears its head, 
it's not just the fmit of a "premise” but feels 
real in all the ways that count. In the process, 
he crafts a tmly science-based work of ter- 
ror, and whatever science fiction is on hand 
here is really just a stopover on the way to 
horror. 

Most of that science comes by way of 
Toshiaki, a brilliant researcher who has one 
fatal flaw: he loves his wife loo much. 
Unwilling to part with her after her acciden- 
tal death, he starts a culture of her cells. 
Meanwhile, one of her kidneys is transplant- 
ed into a middle-schooler. Everyone, it 
seems, has plans for the dead tissue, but 
what no one realizes is that it has its own 
agenda, and of course is not remotely 
"dead." Specifically, the mitochondria (the 
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C ould a real zombie apocalypse happen? former bodyguard. So, with that kind of back- 
And if it did, would we fare as poorly as the ground I wanted to take a pragmatic and scien- 
peopleinhorrorfilmsandbooksdo?lnhis tific look at zombies.” 
latest non-fiction offering, Zombie CSU: Of course, Maberry was not content to rely on 
The Forensics of the Living Dead, author his own varied expertise, so he approached a 
Jonathan Maberry explores these questions wide spectrum of professionals with his zombie 
through a series of candid, eye-opening inter- scenario, including 911 operators, police detec- 
views with law enforcement professionals, doc- fives, forensics experts, doctors, military per- 
tors and scientists on the cutting-edge, making sonnel, journalists, lawyers and even someone 


•some startling discoveries along the way. 

“I’ve always disagreed with the plot device 


at Homeland Security. 

“I expected to have a lot of the top experts 


that as zombies rose society would instantly laugh in my face, but the response was just the 


crumble,” says Maberry. “I 
know too many seasoned cops 
and military guys to accept 
that. And the medical commu- 
nity would definitely embrace 
die opportunity to research a 
new disease. That’s how grants 
and Nobel prizes get won.” 

In order to test his theory, the 
two-time Bram Stoker Award 
winner began Zombie CSU (out 
now from Citadel Press) with a 
rather simple premise:- he 
came up with a zombie attack 
scenario, using George A. 




reverse,” he notes. “People in the 
sciences, law enforcement, medi- 
cine and the military were not only 
delighted to talk about zombies - 
’cause every damn one of them 
has seen a zombie flick - but 
these experts started telling their 
friends. I’m still getting emails 
from experts hoping to make the 
cut.” 

As a result, Maberry found him- 
self invited to major police labs, 
SWAT training sessions, and was 
even asked to do ride-alongs with 
the police’s patrol and crime 


Romero’s Night of the Living Dead as a model, scene units. During his interactions he learned 
then attempted to use real-life procedural logic that as much as many of his interviewees like 
to examine how the authorities would handle the 28 Weeks Later and Dawn of the Dead, they 
case. don’t like how the police and military are por- 

“I’m a practical guy, so I figured if I was going trayed as inefficient and relatively helpless in 
to take a swing at a zombie book it would have those films. 

to reflect my own views,” explains Maberry. But Zomb/e CSi/ is much more than simply a 
“I’ve worked in various aspects of the science study of a potential real-life zombie crisis, it’s 
field over the years, and I’ve done extensive also chock full of walking dead illustrations 
work with law enforcement. ... I’m a former (courtesy of artists such as Peter Mihalchuk, 
martial arts ring competitor, an ex-bouncer and Frank Dietz, Zach McCain and Chad Michael 


Ward) and sidebars featuring horror authors'; 
filmmakers and actors discussing topics includ- 
ing “Zombies... Fast or Slow?” and the sub- 
genre’s best and worst films and fiction. 

Still, the book’s biggest revelation came from 
the rather shocking discovery that the existence 
of zombies may not be so far-fetched after all. 

“Almost every zombie characteristic is med- 
ically possible,” Maberry explains. “Granted, not 
are all medically probable, but my experts went 
a long way toward establishing that stuff like 
NotLD was not a total impossibility. However, at 
the risk of being accused of heresy we also 
have to dismiss a few things from NotLD, like 
radiation being the cause and the fact that zom- 
bies (even Romero’s) are actually dead. They 
can’t be, but since Romero called them ‘living 
dead,’ we went on the premise that this was a 
third and separate state of existence. Not alive, 
not dead, but something with elements of both. 
The scientists loved that, it gave them room to 
work and they came back at me with great 
stuff.” 

So, what would be the most likely cause of a 
real-life zombie outbreak? ' 

“I’m going with a prion disease, which is the 
class of diseases that include mad cow- dis- 
ease,” says Maberry, who will tackle this 
premise in fiction with his upcoming bio-tdrror- 
ism thriller Patient Zero (out March 2009 .from 
St. Martin’s Press). “There’s a version of the dis- 
ease called fatal familial insomnia that keeps its 
victims from ever falling asleep, even if med- 
icated. They go on and on until exhaustion and 
dementia destroy them. Now, if someone could 
match that with the right kind of gene therapy 
and an aggressive parasite, you’d have a pretty 
good working model for zombies.” 
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filaritt 
Brent Hayward 

ChiZine Publications 


Two men, one young and curi- 
ous, the other old and as set in his 
ways as a grandfather ciock, guide 
a beat-up car through a seeming- 
ly endless maze of uninhabited 
tunnels as, they search for a miss- 
ing girl. Young Phister {as '.he’s 
known) works look-out as. his 
cantankerous partner navigates 
the car, which keeps informing 
therri via a voice box that they are 
“grossly abusing” a Public Works 
vehicle. When' they are flagged , 
down by ah aging.playwright also searching for a missing per- 
son, Phister is forced to question everything he has beiieved 
about the world ' and; himself up until that moment . Why? 
Because the-playwright, in his 50s. still has his hair'and teeth, 
and everyone Young Phister has ever known. has been toothless 
and bald since childhood, 

Brent Hayward's debiit, novel- is full of such jarring moments, 
in which various characters stumble upon each other ihthe back 
stairwells, elevator shafts and forgotten corridors of. a vast 
underground city that has fallen into disrepair ovei^the centuries, 
isolating its citizens in a series of unique, parallel'worlds. Is the 
city a crumbling bomb shelter”? What drove its inhabitants 
undergrouiid? A plague? A nuclear firestorm? Mo one can 
remember, and. som.e, Tike Young Phister, have lived for genera- 
tions In totet isolation.'; ' ’ | . ; - 

■ What makes Filaria so compelling, is Hayward’s innovative 
narrative structure, which effortlessly shifts betvyden the inter- 
locking journeys of four major characters, .each from one of the 
underground pCfty’s radicaliy different worlds, Hayward forces the 
reader to experience 'the four journeys through .the limited per- 
spectives'and life ejt’periences of his confused protagonists, and 
■ in doing so dramatizes 'the ways in which environment, history, 
disease, ;sociai hierarchies and technologies interact to create 
what seem .to be self-evident truths about the universe and our 
place in it. Even better, the heady ideas are brought to life by an 
increasingly creepy story of artificial inteliig'ence gone very bag, 
eptire ecosystems of mutated creatures both organic and robot- 
ic. and a cast of all-too-human characters as frightened and 
curious as the reader. • ■ ' ' 

James Grainger 



part of a cell that contains genetic info, etc.) arc the bad guys here. They’re 
portrayed as DNA-sporling entilie.s whose very boringness masks the fact 
that they originally wonned into our cells as parasites, and have bided their 
time ever since. I n Parasite Eve, they scl f-crcate their own proto-life form to 
overthrow the current nucleus-based regime. That’s bad news for people in 
general, and for Toshiaki in particular, as he’s been chosen to mate with this 
mother of a new species. 

Sena uses this set-up to remind us that evolutiou always comes with a body 
count, and the level of detail here is staggering. While the author’s writing 
style leans more towards the clinical, this actually makes the horror / jo/? even 
more. Ultimately, much of this seminal novel’s power stems from the author, 
a noted pharmacologist, turning his own mind inside out. By connecting 
rationalism to sexualized body horror, he nails one of the genre's chief goals: 
dragging the taboo into the sunlight to make us blink in amazement. 

Peter Gutierrez 

crucified 

Michael Slade 

Penguin 

For his thirteenth novel. Michael Slade employs 
three locked room puzzles - crimes committed 
under seemingly impossible circumstances in loca- 
tions that no intruder could have entered or exited 
to concoct an entertaining thriller of biblical propor- 
tions. 

When a World War 11 bomber is discovered in pre- 
sent-day Gennany half a century after it disap- 
peared on a secret mission - the pilot’s granddaugh- 
ter hire.s Wyatt Rook, a heroically named attor- 
ney/hislorian/detective to pul together the pieces. As the puzzle takes 
shape, Rook realizes he has more than just one mystery on his hands, and 
they’re shrouded in a veil of religious secrecy encompassing the crucifix- 
ion at Golgotha, the Crusades, the Inquisition, a submerged U-boat, 
witchcraft and Satanism. On his trail is a possessed priest known only as 
the Legionary, who's quickly racking up a gruesome death toll of people 
related to the bomber’s crew. Using medieval tortures to silence infonn- 
ers, the Legionary is intent on stopping Rook from solving the Judas puz- 
zle, the one fatal weakness of the Christian New Testament. Eventually, 
tracing it all back to Jerusalem .33 A.D., Rook slowly picks away at the 
scab until he’s solved all three conundrums in a suspcnscful. if somewhat 
cliched. globe-trotting pressure cooker of historical intrigue. 

Fans of Dan Brown’s Angels & Demons and the Da Vinci Code will 
undoubtedly find this a comparable page-turner, though the multiple mys- 
teries working in parallel do gel a bit convoluted and occasionally far- 
fetched. The religious allegory is pretty heady stuff, particularly if you 
haven’t been to Sunday school in a while, but the classic clement of who- 
dunnit and the blood-spilling villainy of the Legionary keep the adventure 
from wandering off into overly descriptive historical narrative for too 
long. It’s a bit of an unbalanced read in that what is essentially a straight- 
forward, thrcc-hcaded mystery becomes muddled by a healthy amount of 
irrelevant filler, but as a quick head-scratching distraction it will do more 
for your brain than a crossword puzzle. Aitemale title suggestion: The 
Stigmata of Sherlock Holmes. 

Trevor Tuminski 
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any of those who have visited Dublin 
will remember the Guinness-soaked 
pubs along the rain-slicked cobbles of 
the tourist-choked, faux-bohemian 
neighbourhood of Temple Bar. Not to mention the 
city’s newest monument, the Spire of Dublin 
(affectionately dubbed the “stiffy by the Liffey”), 
an oversized silver needle that towers some 1 20 
metres above the river Liffey and the area’s newly 
gentrified streets. But despite an eagerness to 
present itself as safe, clean and visitor-friendiy, 
an unsuspecting wrong turn can instantly lead 
you into urban decay and the city’s dustier cor- 
ners. Although Dublin may not immediately rank 
among the Valley of the Kings, Guanajuato or 
even the British Museum for mummy tourism, the 
city still hosts its own impressive population of 
the desiccated and preserved. 


We start our day at St. Michan’s Church, an 
imposing 1 7th-century tower of dark grey stone 
that rests atop a foundation that dates back to 
the original lltfi-century Danish church. The 
ticket purchased in the gift shop boasts: “Historic 
Old Vaults in which Bodies may be seen in a won- 
derful state of preservation, though not 
embalmed." 

Our tour begins as we pass through a set of 
iron doors into the methane-rich limestone vaults 
below, where wispy cobwebs cling to the walls. 
At the far end of tiie passage a quartet of mum- 
mified corpses awaits our formal introduction. 
With the archness of a gravedigger, our guide 
tries to deduce tiieir identities. Dainty fingers, 
perfect nails, plain coffin; “Possibly a nun?” he 
speculates. Another had its hand lopped off at the 
wrist: “Maybe a thief?” 

At tiie rear of the crypt lies a giant of a man, 
known as the Crusader, at least 650 years in the 


grave. In life he would have 
stood nearly two metres tall, but 
in death his legs have been sawed off 
at the knees and tucked beneath him. His thighs 
are crossed, invoking the crucifix, perhaps giving 
rise to his righteous appellation, ft is a long-stand- 
ing tradition to shake hands with the Crusader for 
good luck. "Who’s first?" asks our smirking guide. 
One by one we each enter the crypt to gently 
touch the Crusader’s brittle middle finger. 

The vaults of St. Michan’s have attracted 
tourists for at least two centuries, including 
revered ghost story scribe M.R. James, who 
immortalised his July 1892 visit in “Lost Hearts,” 
in which he wrote that St. Michan’s “possess the 
horrid property of preserving corpses from decay 
for centuries,” and compared the apparition to the 
vault’s mummies: “a figure inexpressibly thin and 
pathetic, of a dusty leaden colour, enveloped in a 
shroud-like garment, the thin lips crooked into a 
faint and dreadful smile, the hands pressed tight- 
ly over the region of the heart.” A fitting summa- 
tion of what visitors can still expect to see there 
today. 

St. Michan's Church and vaults are open 
November 1 to March 16, Monday to Friday 12:30 
p.m. to 3:30 p.m.; March 17 to October 31, 10 
a.m. to 12:45 p.m. and 2 p.m. to 4:30 p.m.; Sat- 
urday (all year) 10 a.m. to 12:45 p.m. Admission 
charge Is €3.50, discounts for student, children 
and seniors. 


R3r our next stop, we cross over the Liffey for a 
short detour to Christ Church Cathedral, the elder 
though less acclaimed of Dublin’s two cathedrals 
(St. Patrick’s being the other). Like St. Michan’s, 
Christ Church was founded by Vikings in the early 
11th century. Parts of the current structure date 
back to the late 12th century, and the cathedral, 
thanks to heavy Victorian refurbishment, is still 
used today, it is here in the hallowed and cav- 
ernous silence of the church’s vaults that we find 
a singular duo interred alongside holy and promi- 


nent men. A small, glass-fronted box contains a 
starving cat made thinner by its forevermore 
shrivelled condition. Its claws are outstretched 
and legs poised to spring; before it is an equally 
shrivelled mouse - the one that got away... sort of. 
It seems predator and prey perished together 
while lodged inside an organ pipe. Their fate was 
not discovered until the 1860s, during what must 
have been a long-overdue organ cleaning. One 
has to wonder how the well the organ functioned 
with the mummified cat and mouse stuffed within 
it. 

Nearby stand the 17th-century stocks which 
were once used to punish criminals in the church- 
yard outside, and through a glass hole in the floor 
you can view a portion of the original church’s 
foundation. Interestingly, the crypt was not always 
used for its intended function; for a period in the 
1 6th and 1 7th centuries it was appropriated for 
other purposes. We learn that “from one end of the 
minster to the other [the vaults were] made into 
tippling houses for beer, wine and tobacco.” My 
kind of church! 

Christ Church Cathedral is open June to August, 
9 a.m. to 6 p.m.; and September to May, 9:45 a.m. 
to 5 p.m. Admission charge is €6. 00, discount for 
students. 


A twenty-minute walk east of Christ Church 
stands the city’s most diverse mausoleum: The 
Natural History Museum, housed in a narrow Vic- 
torian building. The museum is a purpose-built 
“dead zoo” founded during the reign of H.M. Vic- 
toria Regina in the wake of the industrial revolu- 
tion. and the 1 50-year old attraction still retains its 
original Victorian cabinetry and furnishings. Each 
overcrowded display Is full of dusty, glass-eyed 
specimens, and suspended overhead is the skele- 
ton of a humpback whale. The ground floor is ded- 
icated to Irish animals, including seals, hares, 
some of the slimier things pulled out of Dublin Bay 
and two enormous skeletons of extinct giant Irish 
deer (which stood nearly seven-feet tall at the 
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shoulder and had an antler span of up to ■hvelve-' 
feet), On the second floor, which is dedicated to 
mammals of the worid, are a thylacine (an Aus- 
tralian marsupial wolf) and a quagga (a species of 
zebra), both also extinct, The upper balconies will 
not only bring you eye level with a giraffe, but also 
house enough reptiles and mounted birds to make 
Norman Bates giggle. 

The Natural History Museum is open Tuesday to 
Saturday. 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; and Sunday 2 p.m. to 
5 p.m. Admission is free. 


Not far from The Natural History Museum is Ire- 
land's National Museum of Archaeology and Histo- 
ry, which opened in 1890. The museum was con- 
structed as an extension to the south end of Lein- 
ster House, which now houses Oireachtas Eireann 
(Ireiand’s pariiament). Amongst the displays of Iron 
Age Celtic jewellery and ecclesiastical art, you will 
find the permanent “Kingship & Sacrifice” exhibit 
tucked away on the ground floor near the cafe. The 
main attraction here is a quartet of startlingly pre- 
served bog bodies. Such a discovery is rare, which 
makes it even more remarkable that three of the 
four on display here were unearthed in 2003. One 
body, though his face is crushed and decayed, 
retains vivid copper hair that is still fashionably 
styled. Another, this one a headless torso, possess- 
es hands and arms that are still massive, even in 
their shrunken and leathery state. His arms are 
pierced with plaited rope, possibly once attached to 
anchors to sink the corpse into the bog. Accompa- 
nying the display are artifacts and placards that 
surmise the bodies’ mysterious fates. Perhaps 
they were nominal sovereigns, or maybe they 
were offerings to die inscrutable divine. If we are 
to believe The Golden Bough, a landmark work 
on magic in ancient and modern religion written 
by anthropologist J.6. Frazer, these blood sacri- 
fices were believed to bring prosperity. It 
makes one wonder: Did it work? 


The National Museum of Archaeology and 
History is open Tuesday to Saturday 10 a.m. to 5 
p.m.; and Sunday 2 p.m. to 5 p.m. Admission is 
free. % 


Commune With The Dead: (clockwise from top) The mummies of St. Michan's Church, a portion of St 
Michan's exterior. Christ Church Cathedral’s mummified cat and mouse. The National Museum, and (opposite) 
Christ Church Cathedral. 
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The Gore-Met Gets Serious About Snuff. 


MENT',- 
. OH Ci' 
Directed by Paul von Stoetzel 
Westlake Entertainment 


Snuff \s a serious exploration of a chilling sce- 
nario. An organized criminal operation films peo- 
ple being murdered, often during the act of sex, 
in order to sell copies to wealthy collectors. This 
is the proper definition of snuff: black market 
murder-pom. 

The phrase was born out of allegations that 
Charles Manson and his followers shot and sold 
footage of murder victims nearly 40 years ago, 
but a verifiable snuff film has never surfaced. 

Serial killers have, however, committed some 


of their crimes on home video. In 1985, 


Leonard Lake and Charles Ng taped them- 
selves abusing women they would later mur- 
der, but did not record the actual deaths. Cana- 
da’s most notorious serial killers, Paul Bernar- 
do and Karla Homolka, also recorded the tor- 
ment of the two young girls they eventually 
murdered, dismembered, encased in concrete 
. __ and threw into a lake. 


In Sfiuff:A Documentary about Killing on Cam- 
era, filmmaker Paul von Stoetzel explores the 
myth of the snuff film through a number of talk- 
ing heads, including filmmakers, cultural studies 
experts and former police and FBI officials. The 
discussion of the reasons snuff films may or may 
not exist is underscored with imagery from cine- 
matic bugbears like Faces of Death (\278), Can- 


and you’ll find little beyond the initial news report 
Rosen misquotes. A detailed search of the largest 
Canadian news archive returned no stories men- 
tioning either Kuznetsov or the pedophile ring he 
ran. The director claims in an interview online 
that the story was censored for North America. 

The fourth and fifth chapters are dedicated to 
serial killers and war, particularly the Lake/Ng 


What is not well-known is 


nibal Holocaust (1 980) and Flowem of Flesh and 


murders and the jihadist execution videos that 



tSHlIFF 


that a rumour circulated Stood (1985), as well as gruesome footage from are available on the internet. 
amongst senior Canadian war, particularly the beheading of kid- This is all a build-up to the epilogue, Rosen's 

law enforcement officials napped contractor Eugene Armstrong by an Iraqi traumatic account of seeing a true snuff film 

that Bernardo attempted niilitant group. Be forewarned, this film contains back in the ’70s that “a Filipino gentleman” c 

to market his tapes in graphic footage. was trying to sell to Bryanston Pictures, the 

China, The movie is divided into five chapters and an mobbed-up film distribution company that 


These two cases, the 
first of which is discussed 
in the film, exemplify why 
it is unlikely that a commercial snuff film 
exists. Such a document is irrefutable evidence 


epilogue that’s a controversy waiting to erupt. 
The first chapter provides the proper definition 
and origins of the snuff film. The second chapter 
looks at horror films either marketed as or 
accused of being snuff, mainly Snuff (^27Q) and 


declared bankruptcy when sued by cast and ' 
crew members of The Texas Chainsaw Mas- . \ 
sacre. Rosen claims he saw a sado-masochis- j 
tic porn loop in which a woman was partially i 
suffocated with a plastic bag during anal sex f 


of a capital crime, and it is inconceivable that 
anyone driven by a profit motive would let such 
damning evidence out of their control. Snuff Is 
simply not a viable business model. Consider 
that the bhild pornography rings that are rou- 
tinely uncovered typically result in a couple 
hundred arrests, hardly the sort of robust eco- 
nomic activity worth facing the pointy end of a 
lethal injection for. 


The Texas Chainsaw Massacre (1 974), as well as 
snuff as a product of the adult film industry. 

The real star of the film is Mark L. Rosen, who 
also served as its executive producer. In the third 
chapter, Rosen recounts the story of the arrest of 
Russian child pornography producer Dmitri 
Vladimirovich Kuznetsov, who is alleged to have 
sold videos to Italians and Brits that included 
children being murdered. Google “Kuznetsov” 


before her throat was slit. While riveting, 
Rosen’s testimony is hearsay and reeks of bull- 
shit in light of his production credits, which 
include an ill-received low-budget horror film 
called The Great American Snuff Film (2003) 
and several documentaries on murdered rap- 
pers. Decide for yourself at killingjoke- 
films.com/snuff.html. Otherwise, file under 
dubious. 
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REVIEWS BY KEITH CARMAN, MARK R HASAN AND TREVQR TUMINSKI 


GUHER DEMONS Punk 

Misery, Madness and Murder Lullabies 

Wolverine 

Refusing to be chained to the cliches of psy- 
chobiiiy, yet stili appealing to the creeper-and- 
ducktaii set, Montreal's Gutter Demons have 
created what is easily their most accomplished 
fuii-length to date. Waiking the line between 
rockabiliy and punk without succumbing to the 
standard trappings of either, the trio unites definitive elements, such as 
chant-a-!ong choruses and double-bass slapping, with Social Distortion- 
esque mid-tempo punk and the occasional Southern rock guitar twang. Tunes 
including “House by the Cemetery," "Take a Trip to My Grave” and “Snakepit” 
make for an attack that ranges from subtle countrified grooves to adrenaline- 
fuelled aggression. The band's refusal to completely fall in line with the oblig- 
atory Tiger Army distortion/wailing that so many other psychobilly acts seem 
afraid to wander away from makes Misery, Madness and Murder Lullabies 
comfortably familiar yet pleasantly unique. KC %%%* 




Bernard Herrmann in the deliciously 
frenetic “Finale" provide the album 
with a much more satisfying 
denouement MRH 


similar and consequently not as 
inventive as initially perceived. At 
least the album is rather ephemeral, 
clocking in at a mere seventeen- 
and-a-half minutes, so it’s over just 
as one grows weary of the Dick 
Daie-esque pick slides and twangy 
guitars. Because Earth is based 
mainly in kitsch, the end resuit is 
something modestly amusing but 
not quite substantial enough to 
merit regular rotation. KC 


CRIMSON GHOSTS sun 

Earth EP 

Necro-tone 

After the abomination that was Nut- 
ley Brass turning classic Misfits 
songs into lounge numbers, there 
aren't many more ways that Glenn 
Danzig’s strongest output can be 
raped. That said, a band such as 
Crimson Ghosts turning the likes of 
“Teenagers From Mars,” “Vampira” 
and “Horror Hotel” into mid-tempo 
surf numbers is actually somewhat 
entertaining. It's also slightly 
depressing when one realizes that 
many of the vocal patterns, per- 
formed by guitar here, are incredibly 


ANGEISPIT Industrial 

Blood Death Ivory 

Dancing Ferret Discs 
When Angelspit’s pouty lead vixen 
Destroyx coos that she’s “Satan's 
secretary” on the opening cut of their 
second album, Blood Death Ivory, it’s 
tough not to feel funny in your pants. 
The Australian duo, which also 
includes ZooG, may have developed 


THEADANDONED Soundtrack 
Alfons Conde 

MovieScore Media 

It’s not hard for a composer to find 
traces of characters and emotional 
turmoil in an unfocused, clumsily 
structured thriller, but newcomer 
Alfons Conde managed to transcend 
the serious flaws in Nacho Cerda’s 
The Abandoned Xo craft an extreme- 
ly intimate, yet rich, symphonic por- 
trait of a woman’s terrifying night- 
mares. It’s a classically written 
score with periodic dips into mod- 
ernism, but Conde rarely lingers on 
a fully developed theme or motif. 
Cues such as “Olga’s Murder” have 
the usual stabs and brass eruptions, 
but Conde adds some chilling tonal 
streaks through the use of shim- 
mering vocals reminiscent of Ligeti. 
Interwoven among dark orchestral 
gyrations is a gentle lullaby (“The 
Journey”), which morphs into a 
ghostly soundscape, and then 
there’s the exquisite “Adagio; Color 
of Time.” that caps this short but 
notable score. MRH 


THE DARK HOUR 
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THE DARK HOUR/ Soundtrack 
HOME DELIVERY 

Alfons Conde 

MovieScore Media 

Alfons Conde’s The Dark Hour [La 
hora fria) is a thematically dense 
work wherein docile melodies 
shape-shift into a wide range of 


shock and action cues. The orches- 
trations are razor-sharp, but the real 
attraction here is a kind of grandeur 
that disintegrates into harsh tones, 
furtive brass and low sonic rever- 
berations. The score features a 
superb balance between soothing 
harmonics on woodwinds and tough 
percussion and brass, as in the gor- 
geous cue "Jesus Infected.” Also 
included here is a suite of robust 
cues from Home Delivery {Servicio A 
Domicilio), a 2005 animated short 
based on the Stephen King tale of 
the same name. Horror scores by 
Spanish composers rarely get inter- 
national distribution, but this down- 
loadable album/limited edition CD 
offers a gripping glimpse into some 
of the talent that’s been kept hidden 
for far too long. MRH 


COffME 


THECOnACE Soundtrack 
Laura Rossi 

MovieScore Media 

Laura Rossi’s second thriller covers 
broad comedic territory, and for the 
title track she evokes the frantic 
brass waddling from Danny Eif- 
man’s Beetlejuice theme, which one 
hopes was the director’s cheeky 
idea, because the overall effect (with 
synth chorals) is very distracting. 
Thankfully, the album’s second half 
offers some effective suspense cuts, 
and Rossi’s skill shines in the tense 
“Escape/Farmer Attacks,” where 
some coarse string textures signal 
the score’s more permanent shift 
towards mayhem instead of mock- 
ery. The stereo placement of instru- 
ments and sharp orchestrations in 
cuts such as "Andrew and David 
Attack” ensure a lot of performance 
nuances are way up front, beefing 
up the horror factor, while shades of 
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MAKE WAY FI A DOUBIE-SHOT OF BLACKNESS AND BUTCHERY ON DVD 

MEAT METAL 


CANNIBAL CORPSE 

Centuries of Torment: The First 20 Years 

Metal Blade 

Packed witii more Cannibal Corpse material than 
even the band could possibly endure, Centuries of 
Tormenttests the boundaries of gore metal fandom. 

These three DVDs - featuring over seven hours of 
inarticulate bellowing, blast-beats and stringy- 
haired dudes head-bangin' like there's no tomorrow - are equal parts 
impressive and overkill. However, there is no denying that this set is 
comprehensive. The three-hour documentary is insightful, covering the 
band from pre-formation through to the current day. The seven live per- 
formances are wonderfully crisp, boasting classics such as “Disfigured," 
“Devoured by Vermin,” "1 Cum Blood” and “Fucked With a Knife," while 
the music videos archived here are sure to satiate completists. Then 
there's the fun but kitschy featurettes, which cover a variety of subjects 
from Cannibal Corpse’s contentious, ultra-gory merchandise to the group 
being banned in multiple countries. Overall, this homage to the godfa- 
thers of gore-grind is as thorough as it is exhausting. $:%%% 

GORGOROTH 

Black Mass Krakow 2004 

Metal Mind 

Touted as the only video document of one of the 
most controversial black metal events to date, 

Black Mass captures corpse paint-festooned goons 
Gorgoroth at their most "offensive." Reputedly, this 
particular show, which featured severed sheep 
heads, pentagrams and crucified nude bodies as 
stage props, violated a number of Polish laws and 
almost found the band serving a half-decade of hard time for their 
actions. As this hour-long DVD proves, though, hearsay can outweigh 
reality. Despite the perfect sound, multiple camera angles and visually 
stunning execution - the aforementioned stage effects are bolstered by 
fireworks and barbed wire - the band’s performance is less than spec- 
tacular. Sure, their raging black metal is tight and loud, but vocalist Gaahl 
does little more than throw goats while wandering about casually, and 
his cohorte seem chained to their respective flanks. After the first five 
minutes of shocking imagery, the successive hour plays out uneventful- 
ly, making Black Mass more mediocre than menacing. SS 

Keith Carman 
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a sexy, gothic motif rich with red vel- 
vet, black PVC and a sense of the 
forbidden, but the talented twosome 
aren’t just keeping up appearances. 
Splitting vocal duties and dressing 
their suggestive lyrics with kidney- 
bruising industrial beats and dizzying 
electro-weirdness, their sleazy 
cyberpunk manifestoes’ closest kin 
are My Life with the Thrill Kill Kult 
and KMFDM. Take “Devilicious” - 
when Destroyx finds pleasure in 
“watching your black lips turn blue” 
and makes dead sailors blush by 
commanding, “Don't think with your 
head, think with your meat, I like to 
get naked before I eat.” If that 
weren't enough, their MySpace page 
even offers a downloadable medical 
mask “to protect against the genuine 
threat of zombie attack." I think I'm 
in love. TT 



GAMA BOMB Metal 

Citizen Brain 

Earache 

An unapologetic love of zombies, 
video games and beer are slammed 
together on Citizen Brain, the first 
proper album from a gaggle of Irish 
blokes called Gama Bomb. Ready to 
“thrash like it’s ’86,” the jovial quin- 
tet is a musical throwback to the Bay 
Area scene in its prime, but with a 
sense of humour befitting of seminal 
forefathers like D.R.I. and S.O.D. It’s 
downright refreshing to hear the 
band pile-drive its way through 
bloodthirsty clowns on “Hammer 
Slammer,” heaps of “guts in clever 
disguise” on "Zombie Blood Night- 


mare’’ and pledge allegiance to 
Robocop on “OCR” With a spring in 
their shred, smiles on ttieir faces and 
a twist of Rob Halford’s testicle-defy- 
ing falsetto, Gama Bomb is a wel- 
come return to a side of the genre 
that’s become a bit of a forgotten art. 
Doom and gloom doesn’t always 
have to be serious to be deadly. TT 
^^^ 1/2 



THE ROHED Metai 

Get Dead Or Die Trying 

Metal Blade 

From the ashes of horror metal icons 
Gorerotted comes.. .The Rotted! Pret- 
ty original. Then again, their brand of 
expeditious death metal hasn’t 
exactly been teeming with original 
thoughts for a few years now. Jabs 
aside. Get Dead or Die Trying follows 
the same forthright, aggressive 
musical attack the band - basically 
Gorerotted infused with some fresh 
blood - has been dishing out for ten 
years: trothing-at-the-mouth Haunt- 
ed-esque vocals, raging scissor- 
beats and guitars alternating 
between Enslaved’s one-note riffing 
and Swedish death metal’s staccato 
low-end chug. The result? Get Dead 
or Die Trying further blurs the line 
between black and death metal on 
tracks such as “28 Days Later," “The 
Body Tree” and “Angel of Meth.” 
Lyrically, they are as sick and 
demented as ever, yet Ben “Gore- 
skin” McGrow wisely forgoes the 
horror and murder fiction he was 
once notorious for in favour of true- 
life stories rich with black humour. 
KC *1:1:* 
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m he Toxic Avenger as a stage musical 
isn't just a cool concept, it's practically 
M an inevitability. In fact, the splatter 
^ comedy about nerdy Melvin the Mop 
i Boy falling into a barrel of toxic waste 
and transforming into a hulking mutant superhero 
had already been produced twice - albeit on a 
much smaller scale - prior to the current “autho- 
rized" version which is scheduled to premiere at 
New York’s George Street Playhouse on Septem- 
ber 30. 

“Two separate groups, one in Omaha and one 
in Portland, produced their own completely inde- 
pendent versions of a Toxic Avenger musical," 
Troma president/benevolent despot Lloyd Kauf- 
man tells Rue Morgue. “These were Troma fans, 
not professional producers, who just wanted to 
see The Toxic Avenger on stage. Instead of 
demanding royalties, we pretty much looked the 
other way. We figured, ‘How can this really hurt 
us?’ 

The official Toxie musical got rolling courtesy of 
Tom Polum and Jean Cheever, who produced 
Dirty Rotten Scoundrels for Broadway. Fans of 
The Toxic Avenger, they approached Kaufman 
about doing an adaptation. On the musical side, 
they brought with them David Bryan, the key- 
board player for Bon Jovi. In addition, they enlist- 
ed award-winning playwright Joe DiPietro (/ Love 
You, You're Perfect, Now Changdf, who re-envi- 
sioned the film for the stage. 

“it’s hilarious, the fans should love it, and 
maybe now some of the middle-aged women in 
the audience won’t want to have me burned at 
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the stake,” says Kaufman. “The musical is, of 
course, based on a movie and a character that I 
created, but ottier than that, I am a minor player.” 

The notoriously hands-on filmmak- 
er/businessman actually seems very comfortable 
taking a largely hands-off stance. “The trutti is, I 
don’t know anything about writing, directing or 
producing Broadway shows,” he admits. “Some 
would argue that I know very little about writing, 
directing and producing films as well, but I rarely 
listen to those people. As a gay married man, I 
love musicals, and I didn’t want my involvement 
to fuck anything up. In fact, if I were a Broadway 
producer making The Toxic Avenger Musical, the 
first thing I would do is keep Lloyd Kaufman out 
of it. That way, maybe more than six people will 
show up." 

Troma’s over-the-top, gross-out-intensive and 
not always entirely effective special effects are 
one of the studio’s most enduring and endearing 
trademarks. And they are especially integral to 
the Toxic Avenger film series (which began in 
1985), including the infamous melon/head crush 
and the most frequently recycled car crash 
footage in film history. How will that translate to 
the stage? Kaufman’s unsure, but doesn’t seem 
worried. 

"ITius far, I’ve only been present for table 
readings,” he says, “but I’m sure they’re work- 
ing hard on that aspect as we speak. I believe 
the tenor of the show will lean more toward 
Monty Python's Spam-a-Lotthan Blood Suck- 
ing Freaks." 

Although he’s reluctant to dish too specifical- 


ly - or prematurely - on any plans for a sound- 
track album, live performance DVD or possibly 
even touring the show, Kaufman leaves no ques- 
tion that if fan demand is sufficient, Troma and the 
show’s producers are game for pretty much any 
outcome. After all, we’re talking to one of the 
shrewdest marketing minds independent cinema 
has ever known. 

“We would love to take Toxie on tour,” he says. 
“If readers visit the blog [thetoxicavengermusi- 
cal.com/blog/] they can request The Toxic 
Avenger Musical in their town.” 

Other Tromatic travesties currently afoot 
include Kaufman’s third non-fiction book, Direct 
Your Own Damn Movie, and, yes, tiie script for an 
as-yet-untitled fifth Toxic AvengerUlm. 

“Toxie has gotten older, and will have to deal 
with his menopausal wife, his erectile dysfunction 
- which is a constant erection - his rebellious son 
and his daughter’s transition to womanhood, 
a.k.a. puberty, a.k.a. the most colourful monthly 
cycle ever to hit ttie big screen.” 

The imagination boggles, Uncle Lloyd. It truly 
boggles. T 


1 BELIEVE IH[ TENOR OF THE SHOW WILL LEAN MORE lOWARO 
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HELLBOY; THE SCIENCE OF EVIL 

PSP, PS3, Xbox 360 

Konami 

What's not to like about Hellboy? Whether you’re a 
fan of the comic or the movies, you just gotta love that 
wisecracking, Nazi-bashing, big red sumbitch. That's 
why it's so disappointing that this game, which was lost 
in development hell for almost a year, is such a monu- 
mental letdown. 

The plot of Science of Evil, which was written exclu- 
sively for the game, has Hellboy travelling through six 
different time periods while battling hordes of enemies 
unleashed by Herman von Klempt, a Nazi scientist intent on world domination. 
(Aren’t they all?) 

Players move Hellboy between gaming arenas, smashing attackers with his 
Right Hand of Doom or blowing them away with his trusty revolver, the Samar- 
itan. Even though you can inflict massive damage within the fully interactive 
environment, fighting off wave after wave of mechanical apes, lizard dudes and 
Nazi zombies, mashing buttons on your controller gets real old, real fast. 

Although the cut-scenes look amazing, the actual gaming environments are 
blurry and belong to a much older generation of games. Just to make things 
even more complicated, the split-screen multiplayer feature allows the second 
player to only chose between Abe Sapien and Liz Sherman, meaning that play- 
er one always has to be Hellboy. 

The high point of the game is the voice acting, featuring original movie cast 
members Ron Perlman, Selma Blair and Doug Jones. Cool, but it’s not nearly 
enough to save what should have been a great game from the kinda sub-medi- 
ocrity that makes you wanna yell “Oh, crap!” 




TEENAGE ZOMBIES; 

AnAGK OE THE AUEN BRAIN THtNGYS 

Nintendo DS 

ignition Entertainment 

The evil alien brain thingys are attacking Earth, 
so what better defense do we have than crea- 
tures that eat brains for breakfast... and 
lunch., .oh, and dinner, too? Zombies! 

Players have the ability to switch between 
three gruesome zombies: Half-Pipe (a legless rot- 
ter on a skateboard). Lefty (a tall, female zombie 
with one very long arm) and Fins (an overweight shambler who can grow 
purple tentacles from his back). These deadites don't eat people, though 
(sadly). Instead, each ghoul has special abilities that you must use to solve 
puzzles and defeat the aliens while travelling across 30 different environ- 
ments, such as alligator-infested sewers and spooky cemeteries crawling 
with rats. 

Utilizing flash animation, and playing out like a comic book come to life, 
this is a cute and wildly original 2-D, puzzle-based, fighting/advenftire game 
that’ll make you want to go out and hug the very next zombie you see. 
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Steve Jad(son Games 

■uu’ve ever worked in a fast food 
esiaurant, you’re femiliar witti feeling like 
3 zombie. But for those of you that have 
been a fry-guy or a burger-flipper, 
playing Lord of the Fries won’t make you 
vanna put on a paper hat any time soon, 
iriginally introduced by Cheapass 
les back in 1998, this newly updated 
i/y Steve Jackson Games takes players back to Friedey’s: The Fast 
Food Restaurant of the Damned. The game comes complete with a deck of 
1 00 gruesome cards, each representing a certain ingredient (i.e. cow meat, 
sauce, bun or beiry pie) that players combine to fill orders on a menu that 
features such disgusting delicacies as Bovine Spongiform Yum, Yum, Yum! 
and Sheep Wit’ Da Rshes. 

Games are fast-paced, lo^s of fun and last about 30 minutes. Now, just 
make sure you slop some extra brains onto that Cowabunga Burger for 
table six. 
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Seattle, WA i 

Phone: 206-525-9394 
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Phone:304-233-4104 

STH STREET BOOKS 8. COMICS 

1010 8th St £ I 

Saskatoon, SK 
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hat happens to an artist when the fires of inspiration have gone 
out? Eccentric Belgian painter James Ensor’s 1889 oil-on-canvas 
work Skeletons Warming Themselves presents a bleak yet darkly 
humorous portrait of a group of creative individuals ravaged by 
the demands of their own creativity. 

Ensor was born in Belgium in 1860; he trained at the Academie Royale de 
Beaux-Arts in Brussels, where he studied for three years before setting up a 
studio in his parents’ attic - a place he occupied for almost four decades. 

Ensor’s home city of Ostend had been besieged by the Spanish at the begin- 
ning of the 17th century, and the skirmish had been a bloody one; with more 
than 1 30,000 casualties, human remains were regularly discovered in the city 
until the early part of the 20th century. Undoubtedly inspired by this, Ensor 
developed a dark and carnivalesque style - creating images filled with skulls, 
skeletons, monsters and grotesque masks - in order to explore the human 
condition, particularly suffering and mortality, which became a significant 
influence on the subsequent Surrealist movement. He claimed to have 
“devoured” the works of Edgar Allan Poe; it’s not surprising then that his works 
include such titles as Haunted Furniture, My Dead Father, Demons Chasing Me 
and The Seven Deadly Sins Dominated By Death. But he was also a fervent 
political activist, and many of his paintings also contain elements of social 
satire and criticism of the contemporary Belgian establishment. 

Skeletons Warming Themselves is arguably the most melancholic of a short 
series of paintings that Ensor produced at the end of the 19th century. Three 
skeletons (dressed in oversized clothes that seem to emphasize their emaciat- 
ed state) are depicted in the foreground of a room which is largely bare except 
for a cast-iron stove, on which is written “Pas de feu - en trouverez-vous 
demain?” or “No fire - will there be any tomorrow?” The group huddled around 
the stove carries the tools of a full range of artists: the musician has a violin; 
the painter, a brush and palette; and the writer, a pen and lamp. But Ensor’s 
skeletal artists have gone beyond the 19th-century romantic ideal of starving 
for the sake of creativity; they have sacrificed past the point where they have 
anything left to give, other than their dry - and presumably cold - bones. Crit- 
ics have commented on the painting’s resemblance to the medieval paintings 
of the Danse Macabre, as those older works act as a gruesome reminder that 
no one can escape death, and Ensor’s picture makes explicit both the futility 



and frustration of the individual attempting to create in the face 
of inevitable annihilation, and the irony of the hope that sustains 
the artist - the skeletons may not be dancing, but they are still 
standing. 

To a contemporary viewer, the image of the artist stripped to 
the bone calls to mind a quasi-punk sensibility. There are no 
trappings of success evident in the painting; if these artists rep- 
resent raw creativity in its purest form, its face is starved, sick 
and dying - and yet the scene is also infused with a wry, ironic 
wit. The room may be bleak and the fire may have gone out, but 
the colours remain bold and vibrant, and the skeletons are still 
grinning as if they know something that you don’t - possibly, of 
course, how the Danse Macabre will end. Ensor’s familiarity with 
affliction - he used his own features for a painting of the suffer- 
ing Christ on at least one controversial occasion and was also, 
at one point, forced to sell the contents of his studio in order to 
survive - didn’t seem to erase his sense of humour. 

It is also ironic, given the subject matter of Skeletons Warming 
Themselves, that after producing his skeleton paintings, the 
quality - and quantity - of Ensor’s work declined. He never again 
produced art so critically acclaimed. Always reclusive, he was 
seen less and less in public towards the end of his life, to the 
point where unfounded rumours began circulating that he was 
dead. He died in Ostend in 1949, but his paintings influenced a 
wide range of artists, from Poe illustrator Alfred Kubin to the 
vicious caricaturist George Grosz, whose work covered, among 
other subjects, sex crimes and mutilation. 

Skeletons Warming Themselves represents a sly and sarcastic 
look at the psychology of the artist. Like the Danse Macabre 
paintings it channels, it satirizes the foibles of those it depicts 
with humour while at the same time unequivocally setting forth 
the root of the anxieties that produce them - the knowledge that 
even the power of the creative impulse may not be enough to 
protect the artist from obliteration. 

Justine Warwick 



Sketetons Warming Themselves, oil on canvas, circa 1889. 
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